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  Chapter One


  


  “Hey, baby girl,” Felicia closed the door and bending down, scratched her black cat, Poe, behind her ears. “You a good girl today, or did you attack the plants again?”


  When Poe’s response was to flop on the floor and roll over, Felicia obligingly rubbed her tummy.


  “Wish someone would rub mommy’s tummy and make her purr,” she told the cat who promptly, rolled back over and took off into the kitchen where she began meowing and would continue until Felicia fed her.


  “Cute,” Felicia straightened. “I give you love, rub your belly, then you do nothing for me, but run away and want food. I should have named you Blake.”


  Felicia dropped her purse on the coffee table and unslinging the bag containing her laptop from her shoulder, put it down on the small desk against the wall.


  She made her way into the kitchen and after feeding Poe, who was squawking as if she hadn’t eaten in days, Felicia went into the bedroom of the four room condo she’d rented after breaking up with Blake.


  After unbuttoning her red blouse, she tossed it at the hamper and as usual missed and didn’t care. Not like there was anyone there to complain she was a slob. Felicia unzipped her long black skirt, stepped out of it, and kicked it across the room to land on top of the blouse.


  She reached behind her back, unhooking her plain, unsexy as fuck, white bra and sent it to join the growing pile next to the hamper.


  “Free at last,” Felicia cupped her breasts, gently massaging them from being trapped all day.


  At least at first, but after a few seconds, her small, wine tinted nipples stiffened, and when she slid her soft palms over them, a shiver went through her.


  She released them with a sigh, it really didn’t take much these days. Now clad in only a pair of white cotton panties, the type you wore when you didn’t have anyone at home to impress and never went anywhere that could lead to a hot spontaneous hook up.


  Grabbing her pink robe from where it hung on the side of the closet door, she slipped it on. Felicia tugged the robe around her but stopped before she tied it. Why was she putting it on to go down the hall, just to take it off to get in the shower?


  She frowned as she stared at the belt in her hands. She knew the answer because she asked herself this question all the time, and the answer was always the same.


  She was self-conscious.


  In her rational mind, Felicia knew she didn’t have anything to be ashamed of. Not that she considered herself all that; she was attractive but in a natural girl next doorway.


  Or, more accurately, having just turned 38, woman next door. Felicia’s shoulder length brown hair featured natural auburn highlights and although she wouldn’t refer to it as curly, was lustrous with good body and had a nice little bounce to it.


  Her deep brown eyes were on the wider side, at times making it look as if she were mildly surprised at something, but also carried a look of innocence about them. They sat beneath long curly lashes, and above the smattering of freckles on either side of her small, delicate nose.


  Felicia had good cheek bones and soft features which included a pair of cupid bow lips that like her eyes, were on the larger side and occasionally pushed into a soft pout when she was deep in thought.


  Pretty and cute, even adorable, when she was younger, were words more commonly ascribed to her rather than hot or beautiful. Those latter two words belonged to the girls who had gotten all the attention at her high school and during college.


  From the neck down, Felicia felt she had a little more to work with, but in a sense the key word was little. Barely five two, she was also petite, but her body well proportioned.


  Her legs might not be long but were toned and shapely from being an avid runner since high school where she’d lettered in track, and to this day still jogged three mornings a week.


  Felicia’s slim hips and overall slender build didn’t lend her a lot of curve, but she did have a nice tight little ass that pushed out a little further than one would expect considering her overall form.


  Her breasts were a good handful, for her hands, and on her small body were somewhat prominent, but for the average sized man, she still had more than a mouthful, but they were on the smaller side.


  But were firm, perky, and her nipples had a cute little upturn to them, and overall, she felt they were appealing. Providing she got far enough with anyone to see them. As her hands idly slid down her soft flat stomach inside the robe, she knew the problem she’d always had with men wasn’t her looks.


  Felicia was no porn star, or Victoria Secret model, she it wasn’t like she wasn’t attractive and didn’t have anything to offer physically, the problem was letting someone take her up on that offer.


  Ever since she could remember, Felicia was shy. Not just with boys, but in general, to the point she had few friends in school, and only had those because they spoke to her first.


  She was worse with boys. Not that she ever received as much attention as the sexier, and much more forward girls, but some boys did show interest in her. For a reason that to this day, she still didn’t understand, Felicia went from shy to all but scared when she was asked out.


  At one point, early in high school, she’d made up a boyfriend who went to another school so the couple of friends she had would stop riding her to say yes and go on a date, and as an excuse to turn down the boys who did ask.


  Her first time having sex was at 18, the summer before she went to college, and with Troy, the only real boyfriend she’d had up to that point. They’d been dating a few months, and he was pushing for sex, but her shyness and what she now knew were issues with confidence and her body, held her back.


  But they’d gone to a party on the beach and she’d taken a few sips of Southern Comfort from a bottle the others had been passing around, and when another girl had made a passing remark about how wild college could be and who would want to be a virgin going into it, she took the plunge.


  They’d gone back to his house because his parents were on vacation and she lost her virginity on his narrow twin bed. After the first couple of painful minutes, Felicia enjoyed it far more than she expected.


  Enough that for round two, she had loosened up enough to go down on him, which she found herself to be surprisingly good at considering she’d only seen it in porn up until that point, and let Troy go down on her, something she’d have never thought she’d be able to be okay with someone doing.


  Her first time broke a seal, the desire for more fueling her to call him two days later when her parents were at work and have him come over. They’d spent the day fucking, and in every position she could come up with.


  This time when she blew him she went all the way, letting him cum in her mouth, and after an initial gag due to the unexpected sensation, she found doing it had her nipples aching and her clit throbbing at the sheer dirtiness of it.


  Outwardly, she may have been painfully shy, but behind closed doors, Felicia watched a lot of porn, read erotic stories and masturbated to the point she was lucky she didn’t develop carpal tunnel.


  Even back then she’d been surprised her craving for sex hadn’t overcome her shyness and social awkwardness, but it seemed her fantasies and desires were content to remain internal.


  But the first time with Troy seemed to open the floodgates and for several glorious weeks she fucked him as often as she could and getting wilder and more confident each time.


  Felicia learned she loved giving head, the feeling of control it gave her, the way she could make him moan and how he watched her do it. The indescribable feeling of having her mouth full of cock and his hot cum flowing down her throat.


  She equally loved him returning the favor and her self-consciousness fell away the second their clothes were off and the sex started. It was as if she had some type of dual identity, shy, mousy, awkward, girl turning into a fiery wildcat in the bedroom.


  But Troy had enlisted in the marines and had to leave for Texas, and two weeks later Felicia left Rhode Island to attend New York University and pursue a career as a teacher.


  But she now looked forward to having the kind of fun in college the other girls were planning on having. Turned out she was wrong. Even with the seal broken, and a strong desire for more of the snake that bit her, she still remained quiet, and nervous around men, and other than got to school, study, and work her part time job at a local deli, she did little else.


  Four years of college, the best time of a young person’s life, and she’d had sex with two guys. One was a one night stand with a student from another college there to visit a friend, and the other, the one boyfriend she had, a relationship which lasted most of her junior year.


  Ron had her thinking she could have found the one, until she found out he was screwing two other girls on nights he claimed he was working. It didn’t help her already fragile ego that one girl was a cheerleader and the other putting herself through school as an exotic dancer.


  But unlike with Troy, this time Felicia found herself unable to cut loose the way she had with him. She had no issue with sex, but wasn’t as aggressive, or even as into it. It didn’t help Ron was a one way street who wanted to be in her mouth all the time, but rarely did anything for her other than fuck her.


  The fact he’d made several comments during their time together along the lines of her not being the hottest girl, but he ‘loved her anyway’. She should have walked the first time he said it, but like many girls who lacked confidence she felt she was lucky to be with someone, and he had reaffirmed that. But she was never going to tolerate being cheated on, so the reality was although it hurt, he did her a favor.


  After graduation, Felicia threw herself into work, not only at her first teaching job, but posting ads on Craig’s List as a part time tutor. She worked and when she wasn’t working stayed home and masturbated rather than get herself out there and find the real thing.


  Over the last fifteen years she’d had sex with a half dozen men, not a large number considering she never married, and her longest relationship was the one she’d just gotten out of.


  She’d dated Blake for two years, then moved in with him and they’d lasted another year before he cited the infuriating, but still painful, ‘see other people’ line. Turned out he already had been when she ran into a co-worker of his at a grocery store and the guy seemed surprised to hear she was still with Blake because he’d seen him around with another woman.


  For the few lovers she had, Felicia had been cheated on three times. There were times she railed away that men were dogs and why couldn’t she find a loyal one. Other times she felt it was on her.


  Her lack of exceptional looks, her obvious lack of self-esteem, and with a handful of exceptions over the years, her inability to be the out of control sex crazed minx she had been with Troy, and still was in her nightly fantasies, were all things that shouldn’t matter in a relationship, but ultimately did.


  Felicia felt she had everything she needed to make a man happy, and herself in the process, but just couldn’t be herself. She felt nervous at the start of every relationship and intimidated in the bedroom even though none of the guys she had been with were overly aggressive, it was a matter of she knew she had it in her but couldn’t find it.


  The last year the only thing she had in her was her pink vibe. Another long stretch with nothing. Two awkward dates that didn’t lead to a second one, and not enough confidence to try Tinder or get picked up somewhere for a one night stand.


  Which meant no sex, and increased frustration that never seemed to be enough to push her to just say fuck it, and just…fuck it.


  “Fuck it,” Felicia repeated aloud, and slipped the robe from her shoulders, throwing it on the bed.


  She pulled her panties down, pushing them to the floor and stepping out of them. Now completely naked, she opened the closet door and forced herself to look at her reflection in the full length mirror on the inside of it.


  “There’s nothing wrong with me,” she told herself. “I’m educated, I’m caring, I’m sweet, and I’m…” she forced a smile. “I’m attractive, and I’m sexy.”


  She ran her right hand down her stomach, then between her well-toned thighs, her fingers sliding through the neatly trimmed triangle of fine brown here, before pushing through the tight tucked up lips of the perfect peach of her cunt.


  “I have anything a man could want,” she repeated the affirmation she’d learned from a book on ‘Loving yourself the way you want to be loved”.


  Right now, she wasn’t sure she needed to be loved as much as she needed to be fucked. That thought evidenced by how quickly, and strongly, her clit responded to the brief touch of her finger.


  She’d give anything for that touch to come from a soft tongue or hard cock, and to do some touching of her own. She could do it, she should do it, she wanted to do it, but knew it wouldn’t happen.


  To many nights she’d gotten up the nerve to put on a sexy dress, do her makeup, don a pair of heels better suited to being in the air than walking, and then…after an hour of sitting there indecisively, she’d get undressed wash her face, masturbate, then sulk the rest of the night.


  Felicia, as the book taught her, looked at herself from her hair down to the pink painted toes of her size four feet. The next exercise was to picture a member of the opposite, or for that matter, same sex, looking at her and imagining them liking what they saw.


  “They’d have to see it to like it,” she shut the door, then spinning on her heel walked quickly out of the room before she could stop and grab the robe.


  She padded down the hallway naked, which itself was also from the book, to be comfortable in your own skin, literally. Felicia had to make an effort to walk normally, and not hurry, telling herself there was no one watching.


  More than that, she kept reminding herself that she’s never had any actual complaints about her body, except from Ron all those years ago, but for some reason they not only stuck, but felt reaffirmed by other lovers who had cheated on her.


  Felicia reached the bathroom, and turning on the water, gave it a minute to warm up before stepping into it. Once she squirted her raspberry scented body wash into her loofah body sponge, and worked it over her body, she relaxed.


  Her anxiety over her body issues gave way to a more prevailing feeling, one that had steadily grown stronger over the last few months, and a far more natural one; she was getting horny.


  As she always did, she imagined the soft sponge being a lover as she eased it over her body, when she washed her neck it became the soft licks and gentle, or better yet, not so gentle, sucking of her soft flesh.


  It became her lover’s large, strong hands as glided over the firm flesh of her breasts and the now erect, aching, and highly sensitive nipples. Her breathing grew heavier as she watched the soapy stream flowing down her belly and imagined it was warm hot cum.


  A lover jerking off over her after he pulled his thick cock from her mouth, painting her tits with a huge hot load. It would flow over her nipples and drip onto her stomach, sliding down towards her now throbbing clit.


  Felicia dipped her head under the water, soaking her hair, then throwing her head back, enjoying the feeling of her wet hair on her shoulders and upper back. She eased her face under it, her eyes closed, and a shiver ran through her when the warm water spattered against her mouth the way a man’s cum would if he came in her face.


  Hard to simply be ‘cute’ when taking a load in her face and mouth. She parted her lips, some of the water getting into her mouth, and as her right hand explored the pink cleft between her legs, parting her tight tucked up lips, she pushed her tongue out.


  The water in her mouth flowed down her chin, again the way a load would that she’d taken into her mouth, then let drool from it, showing her lover just how bad this shy little good girl could be.


  Her fingers found her clit, and she moaned softly as her thighs tightened and slim hips jerked into her touch.


  “Lick it,” she moaned as she teased her clit with the tip of her finger. “Eat my fucking cunt!”


  Dirty talk was another thing fantasy Felicia did that real her didn’t seem to be able to manage, and just hearing herself make that bold declaration, even if it were by herself in the shower, sent a warm wet heat through her.


  Felicia lifted her left leg, resting her foot on the ledge of the tub, and pressed two fingers to her clit, rubbing it in slow teasing circles. She thrust her hips, imagining her phantom lover on his knees, his face buried between her thighs.


  His large powerful hands would be on her breasts as hers would be on his broad shoulders, gripping them tightly as he went down on her. Felicia leaned back, her shoulders now pressing against the wet tiles, the showerhead spraying her chest, sending cascades of warm soapy water down her body, rivulets of it, sliding down her quivering thighs.


  She reached to her right and removed the waterproof rubber vibe with clit massager from the shelf. The true sign of a single woman; leaving your sex toy in the shower because who else was going to see it?


  Felicia turned it on, briefly touching the vibrating tip to each of her nipples, before guiding it between her legs.


  “Fuck,” she groaned as she eased it up inside deep enough for the second tip to press to her swollen clit.


  Keeping one hand on the toy, she found her soapy right nipples, rolling it between her fingers while thrusting her hips into the toy. Her tight cunt clutched around the toy as she buried it as deep as she could.


  “Fuck me,” she whimpered. “Take me, use me. Make me your slut!”


  Her whimpers became higher pitched due to a mixture of lust and the frustration of wanting to say these things to a man, not a battery powered substitute. Her eyes closed, her hips rocking, her mind raced with a kaleidoscope of lustful images.


  Felicia, due to her small stature, fantasized about big strong men who dwarfed her in size and strength and could easily manhandle her. Just pinning her down, throwing her about the bed, and roughly having their way with her.


  She pictured being on her back, hands pinned over her head, trapped by one hand while the other pressed over her mouth as she squealed in mock protest while being taken.


  On her stomach, her face pressed into the bed, legs spread, his hands on her back, driving repeatedly into her prone, helpless, but delighted cunt. Being fucked right here in the shower, back against the wall.


  Her legs wrapped around his waist, arms around their neck, head back, mouth wide as she was forcibly fucked against the unyielding wall in the steamy moist air.


  “Please….fuck….give it to me…no, no, not like that…” the words came from her in an incoherent stream, matching whatever image was in her mind in that instant.


  Her toes curled into the edge of the tub, and her shoulders pressed harder into the wall as her back arched and her entire body tensed. In her lust addled mind, she saw herself once more in the shower.


  This time bent over, her hands on the wall, her hips gripped tightly as she was fucked from behind. Her ass red and swollen from a spanking and her tits bouncing wildly as her small tight cunt was ravaged by her lover’s long thick cock.


  He whipped it out and grabbing her wet hair, yanked her from the wall, and turning her around, forced her to her knees. He plunged his cock into her mouth, and she could taste her cunt from his hard flesh.


  He’d grip her hair so hard it would hurt; his cock would twitch and he would fill her mouth with…


  “Oh! Oh…oh, fuck!” she cried out as her orgasm tore through her.


  Felicia’s mind went blank as she rode the powerful waves of pleasure her orgasm sent through her. Her hips bucked into the toy as she pinched her nipple harder and her body writhed side to side.


  When the last tremors flowed through her, Felicia eased the toy from inside her, and remained leaning against the wall as her knees trembled from the force of her climax. She brought the toy to her lips, and despite the feeling of shame doing it, put the tip inside her mouth, bobbing her head several times


  She reveled in both the taste of her own cunt, but also the rubber sheathe over the hard plastic reminded her of the spongy material of a cockhead as well as the smooth flesh of a hard shaft.


  Felicia removed it from her mouth and set the toy back on the shelf. Pushing herself from the wall, she picked up the sponge where she’d dropped it on the lower shelf and resumed washing herself.


  Following her nightly pattern of the last few months, she had gone from anxious to horny, to a strong fantasy driven climax, and now sank into the bittersweet mix of orgasm afterglow coupled with the pathetic feeling of having to do it herself.


  There was only one week of school left, and she’d be off for the summer. She vowed to herself she would get out there, meet someone, and get the real thing. All she needed was to get back in the saddle, and not in the way of it had been with her last few partners, but the way she’d been with Troy.


  She just needed the right guy to trigger that response, and she wasn’t going to meet him in the shower or her imagination. No, she needed to make the impending few weeks, a long hot summer, and in every way.


  The same promise she’d been making the majority of her life which had been spent single, and never delivered on.




  Chapter Two


  


  Felicia entered the living room dressed in her oh, so sexy night attire of an oversized pink t-shirt which featured a cartoon black cat smiling under the words “We’re not always bad luck” and an even more enticing pair of black slipper socks.


  She was braless, but the shirt so baggy it wouldn’t be easy to notice even if there was someone there to look. Beneath it she sported a pair of pink lace boy shorts in an effort to feel sexy, another seemingly pointless suggestion by the increasingly useless self-help book.


  She put her cup of blueberry tea down on the desk along the wall, and sitting down, opened her laptop. She leaned back in the chair and sipped her tea as it booted up, then picked up her cell when it rang.


  Seeing it was Julia, one of her small circle of friends and a fellow teacher, rather than the usual spam or telemarketer, she answered.


  “Hey, Jules, what’s up?”


  “Calling to ask you the same,” Julia asked, and Felicia gave a mental sigh as she knew where this was going, and it was because she’d brought it on herself.


  “Its seven on a Friday night, you going anywhere fun?”


  “Um, well…” she began and on the other end Julia verbalized her sigh.


  “Or are you grading papers from home?”


  “Got me.”


  “They’re not due until Wednesday, and it’s not like much is going on in class, you don’t have to spend your weekend doing them.”


  “I know, but these are stories from my creative writing class, so I like to be alone and relaxed when I grade them, not try to do it in a distracting classroom.”


  “Justify all you want,” Julia pressed. “You have all weekend and school nights to do that. This is Friday and you’re a sexy single woman who should be out looking to be sexy, and even if it’s just for a night, not single.”


  “I know.”


  “I’m harping on you because last time you bitched about your non-existent sex life, you gave me permission to keep asking you, and riding you to get out there and be ridden.”


  “Good word play, you should be teaching writing, not Biology,” Felicia made the lame come back to the truth her friend was preaching to her.


  “I practice biology whenever I can,” Julia giggled. “That’s why I’m good at it.”


  “And seeing I teach writing and discuss literature I’ve gotten better at fiction than reality.”


  “You said it, sister!” Julia laughed. “Okay, look, I’ll let up because next week is it until end of August, but as of next Friday you are going out if I have to dress up and drag you out with me.”


  “I’m sure your husband will love that.”


  “Then do it yourself and don’t get me in trouble.” Julia told her. “You know how I am, my shy little kitty cat, I will put a damn free lunch sign around your neck and lead you around to every single guy in the place.”


  “Sounds like a story I read once, except she was on a leash, and naked.” A shudder went through her as she recalled the story which led to a rough demeaning gang bang that the woman loved every minute of.


  “You watch it, you read it, and according to you, you can’t stop thinking about it,” Julia sounded as exasperated as she felt. “Why can’t you just do it?”


  “Been asking myself that since college,” Felicia lamented. “Still looking for an answer.”


  “Bullshit,” Julia scoffed. “You were in a close to four year relationship, you have dated before, so what’s this thing you can’t seem to find?”


  “I told you once, and I’m not going into details, let’s leave it at I just can’t let go and let loose. Haven’t been able to since before college. I have a hard time getting over being shy, but once I do, I can date, I can have sex, it’s just never how I want it, and the guys get bored with me because I’m not hot and I’m not wild and…”


  “Stop that. If you weren’t pretty you wouldn’t have guys asking you out, and how good you are in bed shouldn’t be the reason someone stays or leaves.”


  “Then why do they leave? Or stay while they’re getting what they need from someone else?”


  “Because,” Julia sounded as if she were speaking slowly to not get upset. “Like I told you before, they were cheating slugs who would cheat on anyone,” she paused. “Felicia, there are women out there who look like models and fuck like pornstars, even have the good job and are great people to boot, and men still cheat.”


  She laughed. “I remember my brother telling me one of our dad’s pearls of wisdom to him was “Show me the hottest girl and I’ll show you the guy who thinks he can do better”


  “Great, so what chance does plain Jane me have.”


  “Stop feeling sorry for yourself, you’re not plain and this is two different problems. There’s looking for long term, and there’s just getting dicked down because you need it. Let’s start with the latter, because that’s when closet slut you should come out.”


  “How do you figure?” Felicia asked.


  “Because they don’t have to know you. You can even give a fake name because you’ll never see them again and if that’s the case who cares if you go hardcore whore on them? And if you can’t, well, you don’t see them again, so no reason to get upset.”


  “Hardcore whore, that needs to be on a resume somewhere.” Felicia laughed.


  “Think about those words because that’s what you’re going to be this summer. One guy’s whore or you can spread around the spreading and make the rounds. But we’re getting you there.” Julia laughed. “Tell you what, you don’t score within two weeks? I’m hiring a male escort and sending him your way.”


  “Oh my god, you wouldn’t!” Felicia cringed at how humiliating it would be to have a guy show up that was paid to have sex with her.


  “Oh, but I would. Clock’s ticking on you getting a dicking girl,” Julia laughed. “Maybe I should be a writer.”


  “You’re a clever one,” Felicia rolled her eyes even though Julia couldn’t see her. “Real wordsmith you are.”


  “Speaking of words, you better get to grading your aspiring authors. Bet you’re so wild and crazy you’re drinking some fruity tea while you do it.”


  “Am not!”


  “Felicia,” Julia said in a mock stern voice.


  “Okay, I am. Now go have nasty sex with your husband and think of me while you do. Closest I’ll get.”


  “Sorry,” Julia laughed. “You’re not my type!” With that she ended the call.


  “Probably not his either” Felicia mumbled, thinking of Julia, all five nine of her with a plump ass, big tits, long blonde hair and beautiful green eyes.


  She frowned, angry at herself for being so self-pitying. The problem was her head, not her looks or body, and it wasn’t Julia’s fault she was a damn smoke show. The woman was so hot, Felicia had joked she wanted her, and she wasn’t into women.


  Not for the first time she wondered if she should be. Women were softer, more patient and understanding. In many ways more sensual lovers as well. No, she liked cock too much.


  She knew there were strap-ons, but she fucked herself enough with toys and didn’t need anyone else doing it. Besides, there was nothing else like having the real thing throbbing in your hand, your mouth or in your cunt.


  “Stop that,” she told herself, it was only seven thirty, and too early for round two which was inevitable because it was how she got herself to sleep most nights these days.


  Felicia turned her focus to her laptop and logging into her e-mails, went into the folder where she’d been storing the e-mails from her students containing the story that served as their final exam for the class.


  She grimaced when she saw the 22 e-mails. This was why she wanted to start tonight; this was a lot of reading. The good news was these stories were fiction and they’d be more interesting to grade than the essays she’d dealt with when she’d taught English last year.


  Felicia looked at the most recent e-mail, the only one that had arrived today and barely a half hour before the deadline. The student was Hunter Reynolds, and she’d had to remind him yesterday and again today to make sure he sent it.


  It wasn’t that he was a slacker, to the contrary, Hunter was an excellent student, but also played baseball, and had a part time job delivering groceries for Stop and Shop. Due to his busy life, his assignments tended to be delivered at zero hour.


  But they were always good, Hunter had a flair for writing and going into college next year to pursue a job in journalism, specifically sports. It was too bad, because she was sure he had the ideas and creativity to be able to write fiction but getting published and being able to make a living from it were difficult.


  But if anyone could do it, it would be Hunter because the kid was a boss at anything he did, from writing, to making the honor roll every year, and being good enough at baseball to get a close to full boat scholarship.


  Felicia wasn’t a fan of the term alpha male, but Hunter fit the bill because he was pretty much flat out perfect. The academics and athleticism were only part of his all-around perfection.


  For starters, he was a fine looking young man who appeared older than his 18 years. This wasn’t just an effect caused by his full, but neatly trimmed beard, but along with his intelligence was a surprising amount of maturity, patience and empathy towards others gave him the air of an old soul.


  He was certainly easy on the eyes, and even though she was his teacher, she was still a woman and it was hard not to see he was attractive. The beard did little to cover up his perfect features, strong jaw and rugged good looks.


  His body was as well-developed as his mind, as he stood right around six feet with broad shoulders, a deep chest, and thickly muscled arms. When he wore shorts to class it was obvious he hadn’t ignored his lower body.


  His calves bulged with muscle and his thighs, which were on display in the tight pants of his baseball uniform were as thick and solid as the rest of him. Felicia couldn’t help noticing what was between those thighs, that unless he was shoving a sock down there, it looked as if his cock was as amazing as the rest of him.


  Making him even more appealing was the fact that despite his looks and success in anything he did, Hunter was soft spoken-although his voice was deep and resonant and came across as being quite humble. He was quick with a joke in class and had an incongruously sweet smile that was often on display because he always seemed to be in a good mood.


  The fact he’d lost his father two years ago and worked part time to help his mother, in addition to taking care of her in any way he could gave him the power to melt a woman’s heart as fast as he could melt her resistance with his looks and personality.


  Normally a guy like Hunter would be going through girls like water, but from what she’d gathered, he’d only had a couple of girlfriends in high school and neither were the popular bimbo type, but girls he genuinely liked.


  Hunter was walking proof, or should be, to Felicia there were guys out there who didn’t need little miss perfect, but the fact he stood out for being that way equally showed he was in the minority.


  Felicia would be lying if she said she hadn’t had a passing thought or two about doing some very unprofessional and inappropriate things to him, and from what she’d gathered from Julia, she wouldn’t be alone.


  As she’d put it, “We’re teachers, we’re not dead.” Hearing that and knowing a few other women had admitted to the fact it was hard not see him as a hot young man and not just a student made her feel better about her thoughts of him.


  But had any of the others masturbated to him? She had, and more than once, but it had been a few months ago, and there had been an incident that had led to it. After spending the first couple of months after moving out of Blake’s staying with Julia in the small in law apartment in their basement, she’d put the down payment on the condo, and moved in.


  It was her first weekend here, and she’d spent the morning unpacking, hanging blinds and curtains and arranging everything where she wanted it. By early afternoon she was hot, sweaty, tired, and wanted nothing more than to rest.


  But she’d received a text the groceries she’d ordered were on their way, and a nap would have to wait until she put them all away. Felicia, knowing she’d be busting her ass, and the AC wasn’t being hooked up until the following Monday had dressed appropriately.


  She wore a pair of cut off denim shorts with an old black tank top, and not wanting to be any hotter and more uncomfortable than need be, had foregone a bra. She’d planned on putting one on for the delivery, but when the text she received declared “Angela will be there in five minutes” she figured why bother, she doubted Angela would care, or even notice.


  When her buzzer sounded, Felicia opened the door to be confronted by Hunter who stood there with a half dozen bags of groceries dangling from each hand. For a moment, neither of them said anything, and it wasn’t just the surprise of seeing each other, but really seeing each other.


  Hunter looked good enough to eat. His deeply tanned and sweat slicked arms were a hot contrast to the white sleeves shirt he wore. The neckline of the shirt was low enough to show a portion of his upper chest, revealing a fine matting of dark hair, and glistening beads of sweat.


  His short black curly hair was tousled and damp, and as her eyes reflexively dropped, she had to resist the urge to lick her lips at how full his crotch looked in the tight back shorts he wore.


  Realizing she was gawking for a few seconds, she managed to get her eyes up to his and felt a tingle go through her when she saw he wasn’t just looking at her but looking.


  She hadn’t wanted to wear anything new or decent while cleaning and the shorts were shorter and tighter than anything she’d wear outside the house and had probably avoided the trash simply because Blake had seen her in them once and said they did great things for her ass.


  Not that Hunter could see her ass while she faced them, but he was seeing her legs from the mid-thigh down to her bare feet. But it was above the waist his eyes seemed fixed on.


  The top was snug fitting, calling attention to the fact she was braless and when she dropped her gaze to follow his she had to admit her tits were not only well framed in the thin material, but her nipples plainly visible, more so then before seeing they were now erect.


  Her hair was pinned up and she knew she was as sweaty as he was, but seeing she never got much sun, her fair skin was flushed pink, and in the moment, that pink hue wasn’t just from exertion.


  She loved the way he was looking at her and tried to imagine what he was thinking. Due to both her body issues, and the fact she wanted to be professional, her mode of dress in class was either slacks, long skirts or on dress down day loose fitting jeans.


  Her blouses were either button down, or non-formfitting, with an occasional baggy sweatshirt tossed in when she felt extra sexy. But now he was seeing quite a bit of her including a few inches of her stomach because the shirt was on the shorter side and something she slept him from time to time when she was with Blake, her idea of lingerie.


  After a few more seconds of mutual inspection, Felicia realized out of school or not, she was his teacher and didn’t need to be looking at him like she was starring in some milf porn clip and about to drop to her knees for the young delivery boy.


  Although she wouldn’t mind, but even then she knew she couldn’t if she wanted to, something would hold her back. But for now, it was doing the right thing to hold back. She made a joke he didn’t look like an Angela.


  Hunter broke into his typical loud infectious laugh, and after flashing his perfect smile, said the dispatcher must have gotten the routes mixed up because the last customer made the same comment.


  He asked where she wanted her groceries and she failed to keep doing the right thing. Rather than tell him leave them on the floor and she’d put them away, she asked him If he’d bring them to the kitchen.


  Of course, she had to lead the way and as they passed by the mirrored shadow box Julia’s husband, Tom, had hung for her, she could see his eyes fixed on her ass. A warm feeling washed over her accompanied by a giddy excitement that a man half her age and hot as hell was checking her out.


  He’d followed her into the kitchen and she felt like a smitten teenager as she watched the way his biceps flexed when he easily lifted the bags and put them on her table.


  Felicia had a thing for a man’s hands. The bigger the better, and Hunter’s hands weren’t just large, but powerful looking, and she could imagine the strength in that grip and how he’d probably leave bruises on her ankles of anywhere else he chose to grab her.


  She found herself thinking of him lifting her and dropping her on the kitchen table instead of the groceries and just having his way with her while she was helpless to stop him…as if she’d try.


  Felicia did her best to put those thoughts aside and after offering him a bottle of water made small talk with him for a couple minutes, asking how the rest of his classes were going, as well as his-at the time-pending application at URI.


  He was his usual smooth easy going self as he leaned against the counter sipping the water, but she noticed his eyes continued to drop to her legs and more often her chest.


  She finally made herself fold her arms over her breasts and when she did, she saw him blush slightly and look away as he realized she’d caught him looking, but probably thought she was annoyed.


  Truth was she was annoyed that she had to do it because she liked the attention. He quickly finished his water and said he needed to get going. Felicia gave him a ten dollar tip and followed him out, this time it was her admiring his ass in the snug shorts.


  After she’d put the food away, she’d taken a shower and gone to take a much needed nap. The nap was delayed by her breaking out the toy and replaying what happened except this time it devolved into the world of porn.


  Her dropping to her knees and blowing him, him fucking her on the counter then bent over the kitchen table, going down on her, then fucking her doggy on the floor. Felicia had been ashamed of herself afterwards, this wasn’t just a young man, he was her student, and a nice kid on top of it.


  She couldn’t help getting off to him twice more in the next couple of days, but when she saw him in class that Monday, she drove it home to herself it wasn’t right to even think about him and managed to expel him from her fantasies.


  The fact after next week she probably wouldn’t see him again, might allow her to revisit that fun fantasy of what could have happened in her kitchen, but for at least a few more days, he was her student and that was a line she would not cross even in her own mind.


  In the meantime, she decided to read his story first because he always delivered, and she wanted to start off with something good to prep her for some of the not so great pieces she knew she’d be subjected to.


  She opened his e-mail, noting the message.


  “Miss Moore, Thank you so much for reminding me, and sorry its last minute. Hope you enjoy it.”


  Felicia scrolled down to the attachment, noting the title “School’s Out.”


  She settled back in her chair and opened it. She reread the title, then her eyes narrowing, she leaned forward and whispered, “What the hell is this?”




  Chapter Three


  


  Beneath the title School’s Out was the name “Teacher’s Pet” and beneath that, “School’s Out copyright 2022 as an exclusive to Wetdreams.com.


  Felicia frowned and began to read the story.


  I sat in the front row, my heart racing with nervous anticipation. The last bell of the last class of the school year had just sounded, and I remained seated while my fellow students eagerly raced for the door, shouting their goodbyes to Miss Leeds.


  While waiting for them to leave so I could put it all on the line in the most important go big or go home moment, I eyed the object of my lustful desire. As always Miss Leeds wasn’t exactly dressed to impress.


  Her hair pinned up, her slightly over-sized and nerdy glasses on her nose, and as always, very little make up. Her red buttoned blouse looked good on her color wise, but like everything else she wore, too baggy to give any indication of what she had going on beneath it.


  Her skirt, which he’d seen when she’d stood before her desk to wish everyone good luck and discuss the importance, and also the great experience of college, flowed down well past her knees and did as little for her legs and ass as the top did for her tits.


  “Holy shit,” Felicia whispered, “Is this for real?”


  But that didn’t matter because I knew exactly what she was hiding because I’d seen it for myself. My mind drifted back yet again to the day I’d shown up at her door to deliver groceries.


  Those tight little shorts showing off those amazing legs, that slinky tank top that hugged a perfect pair of tits and those sexy freckles across her upper chest, that begged to be kissed, a playful appetizer before getting my lips on those succulent breasts. Even better the way her nipples poked through, showing she was as excited to see me, as I was her.


  I could see her giving me a blatant up and down, and just the fact she was doing it had my cock swelling, and when her eyes landed on it, the look of hunger in them made me want to close the door and just grab her and take her right there on the floor.


  But she was my teacher, and even though I could tell she liked what she saw, and I sure as hell was liking what I saw, we each had a part to play in pretending we weren’t turned on because we weren’t supposed to be.


  Turned on she was, and it wasn’t just those protruding nipples I longed to get my tongue on, it was the way she flushed and how her gorgeous big brown eyes refused to meet mine, and the way she stammered the Angela joke.


  If I needed more proof she liked me looking, I didn’t have to wait long. Miss Leeds, I knew her name was Alicia, but it just seemed sexier to call her that, added to the taboo of lusting after one’s teacher, asked me to bring the food to her kitchen.


  I watched that small scrumptious ass in those tight shorts, admiring its shape and the way it swung as she walked. I liked the way her narrow hips did the same, and the smooth taut flesh of the backs of her thighs show no sign of a jiggle.


  But I bet I could get a jiggle out of that ass if I gave it a good spanking. God, she was such a fun sized package of pure sexy! Why did she always cover it up? Probably so pervy guys like me wouldn’t spend the entire class thinking about fucking her on her desk.


  Fun sized package of sexy, the words echoed in her stunned mind even as she continued to read.


  Just the thought of spanking that enticing tush of hers had my palm itching and lifting my hand I smiled at the thought I could probably fit most of her ass in it. Between her small stature and my size, the things I could do to her!


  The things I was sure she wanted me to do to her. God knew since I delivered to her house, I’d had more than enough time to think of every nasty dirty thing we could do together.


  I’d be happy to let her teach me something more fun than English, then show her I could give some lessons of my own. I rolled my eyes when I saw Gina Rogers talking and laughing away at Miss Leeds desk.


  For fuck’s sake you brown nosing suck up, schools over, you can’t get anything from her at this point, I thought as I shifted in my seat, not just from impatience, but I’d been hard off and on most of the class in anticipation of this going my way and my underwear were wet and sticky around my cock.


  I watched Miss Leeds talk to Gina; my attention now focused on her face. She wasn’t the standard of beauty, with her slightly too wide eyes and mouth, and the splash of freckles around her nose.


  But the wide eyes gave her a look of innocence that the freckles enhanced. But when it came to her mouth, there was nothing innocent about those lips. I often saw her push them into a pout when she was reading or pondering something one of her students said, and I loved seeing her due it.


  That pout could be bratty or sensual. Bratty if she weren’t getting her way, but sensual if being used to entice in my dreams and waking fantasies but it gave her eyes a look of innocence, and when it came to her mouth, her puffy lips made me yearn to feel them against my own.


  As well as what they’d feel like around my cock. Her small hand around my shaft and those big eyes no longer innocent while she looked up at me. No, she was fine as fuck, her perfect imperfections made her an all-natural beauty in my eyes.


  “My imperfect imperfections,” Felicia’s hand went to her cheek, her hot flushed cheek. Lifting her arm caused her nightshirt to brush along her swollen nipple and a soft moan escaped her as she kept going even though at this point she knew she should stop.


  Finally, Gina stopped yapping and headed for the door. Okay, Jake, I told myself, time to give it a shot. I approached Miss Leeds, hoping my smile looked casual and not nervous or forced.


  The one she flashed me seemed sincere and I took that as a good sign.


  “Jake,” she extended her hand. “It was a pleasure having you.”


  It would be a pleasure to have you, I thought but instead I accepted her hand, reveling in how it was easily encompassed in my own.


  “Thank you, Miss Leeds,” I replied. “This was my favorite class this year.”


  “Oh, please,” she leaned back in her chair, giving me a dismissive wave. “You say that to all the teachers.”


  “No, just the…” I wanted to say something bold; ‘The pretty ones, the sexy ones, the hot ones, but instead I froze like an idiot.


  After a few seconds of embarrassing silence, Miss Leeds asked.


  “Can I help you with something, Jake?”


  “I think I…” Come on! Man up! “I think I could help both of us?”


  Her wide eyes went wider, and her lips parted. Just as quickly her eyes narrowed and her mouth closed, but more telling than her quick change facial expression was the way she immediately blushed.


  My heart raced and my cock stiffened; she hadn’t forgotten about that day either.


  “What are you talking about?” Her voice trembled slightly, and my confidence soared.


  “Come on, Miss Leeds, you know what I mean. That day I came to your house we couldn’t stop looking at each other, and I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you.”


  I leaned over and lowered my voice.


  “Especially at night.”


  “Oh,” she swallowed nervously, her blush turning a deeper red, but her eyes had dropped from mind, making a slow trip down my upper body to linger between my legs where my full throbbing erection ached for release.


  “I want you,” I whispered. “Miss Leeds, you are so fucking hot! I sit here hard every day looking at you, I get off every night thinking about being with you, and I think you want me too.”


  “Jake, you…you don’t mean that,” she stammered, now totally and adorably flustered. “Look at me, I’m not like those pretty cheerleaders who chase you around.”


  “I do look at you, and you can try to hide it all you want, but I saw what you have, and you have what I want.”


  Miss Leeds shook her head, and I kept going.


  “I don’t know why you try to hide it, but you have that tight little body under those boring clothes and I’m willing to be there’s a bad girl behind those big eyes and good girl look.” I tapped my chest. “And I want that bad girl to teach me how to be just as bad.”


  “I don’t think you’d need any help,” she said softly, getting my hopes up. “But you said teach. I’m your teacher, Jake. It’s not right, and I could lose my job and you could get kicked out of school.”


  The moment I’d been waiting for.


  “Wrong. As of ten minutes ago you’re not my teacher anymore. Now it’s just Jake, the horny eager young man, and Alicia, the closet Milf who needs to be that bad girl she keeps trying to cover up.”


  I flashed her my best smile.


  “School’s out, Alicia.”


  “It’s Miss Leeds,” she told me, sending my hopes crashing in flames. “Now,” she pointed. “There’s the door.”


  “Oh,” my feelings deflated as fast as my cock was. “Right, uh, sorry.”


  It was my turn to be embarrassed, and my face burning, I turned and walked away, struggling to resist the urge to run. When I reached the door, Miss Leeds spoke behind me.


  “Now close it, lock it, and come back here.”


  Holy shit! I quickly did as she asked and turned to see her now standing behind her desk, her hair down, glasses off and unbuttoning her blouse.


  “School might be out,” she sent his cock rising with a lascivious flick of her tongue. “But the lesson is just beginning.”


  Felicia pressed her legs tightly together, and worked her feet up and down, grinding her throbbing clit between her thighs as the story went into an extremely vivid and detailed sex scene.


  Her lips parted as her breathing grew heavy and her fingers trembled on the mouse while her other hand strayed to her left breast, caressing it through her shirt, soft whimpers escaping her as she devoured the words in front of her.


  ‘Miss Leeds’, no doubt her, with her skirt up over her hips, panties off, blouse open and her breasts popped out of her bra, still fully dressed as ‘Jake’ bent her over the desk, fucking her hard and fast to, according to Miss Leeds, take the edge off.


  When the edge came off, it was in the form of him pulling out, her dropping to her knees and offering up her tits as he painted them with a huge load. The scene moved to Leeds on her back, Jake on his knees going down on her.


  In exquisite detail he described the way his tongue explored the soft petals of her pussy, probed her hot wet slit, and danced over her clit, all while Leeds played with her nipples, moaning and writhing on her desk.


  She came hard and he was back on his feet, her feet over his shoulders as he fucked her once more. When his hand dropped between her legs, rubbing her clit towards a second orgasm while plundering her ‘tight pink pussy’ with his long thick cock, Felicia stopped reading.


  Long enough to stand up, hike up her night shirt and shove her shorts to the floor. Kicking them off, she dropped back onto her chair, lifted her left leg, resting her foot on the desk, and plunged her fingers into her gushing cunt.


  She kept reading as she finger fucked herself, and after the story version of her came a second time, she demanded Jake to sit in her chair. She knelt between his legs and sucked his cock.


  Felicia’s fingers, now wet and glistening, slid from inside her, and pressing two of them to her clit she rubbed it in hard fast circles. The way he described her soft sensual lips around his shaft, her warm wet tongue fluttering over his head, his shaft, then down to his balls, bathing them with long slow licks.


  His description of the way she moaned around her mouthful of cock, her eyes on his the entire time. Sucking his balls while she stroked him, taking him so deep she gagged, but kept going.


  Slobbering and drooling on his cock, her eyes watering from the effort. Felicia could feel his hard flesh in her mouth, taste his salty pre-cum as it flowed down her throat, his full heavy balls in her hand.


  ‘Oh my god,” she moaned, her fingers moving faster, and her ass grinding in the chair, but her eyes still on the page in front of her.


  She scrolled as far as she could to the top, then as she continued to read, gripped her nipple through her shirt, rolling it between her fingertips. Leeds was now on top of Jake.


  Her stocking feet on the desk on either side of him, hands braced on his chest, while she bounded wildly on his seemingly inexhaustible cock. Jake fondling her tits, telling her how amazing she looked.


  He moaned and whimpered as she mercilessly rode him, yipping and yelping and telling him how good his young cock felt in her tight neglected pussy. Told him after this he’d be following her home and he better not have anything to do on the weekend except her.


  When Jake moaned he was going to come, she slid off him, and leaning over, took him in her mouth. At the description of him ‘flooding her mouth’ with his cum, Felicia’s cunt flooded and she threw her head back, squealing as her self–induced orgasm flowed through her.


  She squirmed on the chair, her hips bucking as she braced her foot on the desk, her toes curling into it, as she pinched her nipple, sending an even more powerful wave of pleasure crashing through her.


  “Oh…oh…oh, fuck,” she moaned as the last tremors flowed through her quivering cunt, leaving her limp and breathless.


  She dropped her foot to the floor as she remained with her head back, her breathing deep and her heart pounding. She removed her fingers from between her legs, and placed them in her mouth, giving them a few sucks and wishing it were Jake’s cock. No, Hunter’s cock, he was the one that wrote the story.


  And it was about her.




  Chapter Four


  


  As Felicia’s body relaxed from the intense orgasm, her mind cleared with it, and she was hit with the reality of what just happened. Her student had written a hardcore sex story where he had sex…with her.


  The fact the story was based on their real life encounter had worked her up as much as the story itself. It proved beyond a doubt he’d looked, and liked what he saw, and that was something she sorely needed as a woman.


  To know she was desirable, especially to a much younger and very attractive man. No, he wasn’t a man, he was a boy. Eighteen may be of legal age, but he was still a kid. He was just graduating high school for fuck’s sake.


  On his end there was nothing wrong with this, well, other than he’d sent it to her by mistake. It was fine-and common-for a boy to fantasize about a teacher or older women in general, but not for her as his teacher.


  But it’s not like she led him on, she was always dressed, as the story called out, boring. Even when he saw her here she was dressed the way a lot of women did and out in public.


  Okay, most women wore bras in public, but she was home and expecting a woman to deliver. Most likely it was a case of because she showed nothing, showing anything was something of a surprise.


  But he liked what he saw, was what she couldn’t stop coming back to. Liked it enough to write an erotic story about her. Felicia had to admit she loved the things he’d said about her in the story. Perfect imperfections, fun sized package of sexy, and the way he’d envisioned being able to just have his way with her due to his size.


  These were things she needed to hear. To be told that despite her poor view of herself she was sexy and desirable. That was truly what had caused her reaction that it wasn’t just a hot sex story, but she was the star.


  And of course, the person who obviously appreciated what she had to offer was someone she could never actually offer herself to. Life had a sense of humor that was for damn sure.


  But she supposed she should still take it as a win, except for the fact she should be ashamed of herself. As soon as she knew what it was, she should have stopped reading, let alone get off to it.


  But it was damned hot, and well written. Kid could even write porn. On that note, the descriptions of the acts were spot on, even the way he described her reacting from a woman’s point of view.


  Had he read a lot of erotica? Or had he just had his share of sex? Considering his looks she could see it, but to write it was yet another sign he was far more mature than his age would indicate.


  He seemed too nice to be the type to just go from girl to girl though, He commented in the story about her being a bad girl under the good girl guise, and being a closet milf, and teaching him.


  Maybe he had some of that good boy in him that wanted to be bad? Why was she thinking about it? Because it was a fucking turn on was the answer. Her eyes turned back to the laptop, and she quickly skimmed the last two paragraphs where the characters talked about how much fun they were going to have, but still keep it quiet so people wouldn’t talk.


  The story ended with Miss Leeds shooing Jake out of the classroom after he got dressed, then after adjusting her clothing, tucked her panties into her purse, slipped her shoes back on and strolled out of the classroom as if nothing happened.


  She encountered another teacher who remarked she was glad school was out, the last line read.


  “Me too,” Miss Leeds, still tasting Jakes come in her mouth, smiled. “Me too!”


  Just that last line caused her to lick her lips and imagine having the taste of Hunter in her mouth. She blinked and shook her head. She needed to close this thing before she wound herself up again.


  But before she did, she recalled the way the story was titled and went back to the top. The website copyright, and the obvious handle of Teacher’s Pet. Felicia opened a browser and pasted the Wet Dreams URL into it and went to the site.


  It led to a free erotic story site and Felicia was surprised at the long list of categories, everything from BDSM to romance to ‘Family Fun’ she wasn’t surprised to see milf, but was when she saw “Teacher Student Fantasies”


  Proved her point to herself about how common it was. Felicia found a search stories feature, then search author. She typed in Teacher’s Pet and was directed to Hunter’s homepage.


  His bio was a simple sentence, but one that caused her nipples to stiffen once more.


  “Just a guy who has it bad for his teacher. These stories all feature my fantasies about “Miss Leeds” and are as close as I’ll get. Hope you enjoy them.”


  He had four stories published, and Felicia looked at the titles and brief description, acutely aware of the rekindling heat between her thighs as she did.


  “Detention Tension: Jake’s in trouble…or is he?”


  “Extra Credit: Jakes needs an A; Miss Leeds gives him a chance to earn it.”


  “Private Lessons: Miss Leeds decides Jake needs some extra attention.”


  “After School Special: Class is dismissed, but Jake isn’t.”


  Beneath the list was an update.


  “Wow can’t believe the great reaction to my stories! Next up is School’s Out, the story of my first time with Miss Leeds, the hottest public wallflower/ private wild cat you’ll ever read about.”


  “Jesus,” Felicia whispered, looking at the dates on the stories.


  The first was published four months ago, and not long after the day she’d moved in. Meaning he’d written it shortly after their encounter. The other three were all a few weeks apart.


  “Has it bad for my teacher.” He’d been crushing, or more appropriately lusting’ after her for her for months.


  Before she could stop herself she clicked on ‘Extra Credit’ story. It opened with a naked “Jake” lying in bed and stroking his cock while fantasizing about Miss Leeds lying on her stomach between his legs.


  His cock on her mouth, her plump little ass in the air and her legs bent at the knees, ankles crossed so he could see the ‘smooth soles of her sexy little feet’. One hand around his thick shaft, her hand so small her fingers didn’t quite touch around his throbbing cock.


  Her soft lips sliding teasingly along his shaft, and his hand in her soft hair, brushing it to the side so he could watch her massage his cock with her soft sensual lips. She took him in her mouth and held her head still, staring him down, offering him to fuck her…


  Felicia closed the story and shut the laptop. She put her elbows on the desk, resting her hot face in her hands. Her nipples and clit were aching and when she shifted in the chair she discovered she was sitting in a warm sticky puddle.


  She rose from the chair and moving as if she were in a dream, she left the living room, drifting down the hall into her bedroom. Felicia stripped off the night shirt and climbing naked onto her bed, reached into her nightstand drawer and removed two items from it.


  Her I-pad, and her vibrator.


  She had some reading to do.




  Chapter Five


  


  Felicia sat at her desk and could feel her hand trembling around the Styrofoam Dunkin Donuts cup when she brought it to her lips. It was seven thirty on Monday morning, and class didn’t start until eight thirty with the students beginning to file in after eight.


  She’d arrived early to meet with Hunter who on Saturday she’d replied to his assignment e-mail with:


  “Hunter, you sent me the wrong document. Please send me the correct one. I would like to meet before class on Monday to discuss this rather embarrassing situation.”


  She’d waffled on sending him the message. By doing so he now knew she knew how he felt about her, and she didn’t want to make him feel bad.


  On the other hand, she couldn’t pass him without him sending in his final assignment, and if she simply asked him again for it, he’d know what he’d done anyway, so in the end, she decided to give him a chance to say something, while also letting him know she wasn’t going to hold it against him.


  Meanwhile she’d spent the entire weekend reading over and over again how he wanted to hold every part of her against him. She knew it was wrong, but she couldn’t help reading, then rereading the stories.


  She could barely get through each one before she had to masturbate and by last night Felicia felt she might have broken her all-time record for Jilling off, and that had to go all the way back to college.


  She came so much her clit was sore and her last orgasm, before she fell asleep last night, took a long time to reach as her lust fueled mind drove her body past its limits. When she finally came it was a weak one, but after a weekend full of much stronger ones, left her body exhausted, but let her mind finally stop spinning.


  All four stories featured the same lurid details and some of the things they’d done….in After School Special, he’d even fucked her in the ass, then shoved it into her eager mouth when he came.


  Fucking in every position, some she’d never even tried in real life, her sucking his cock as if it were a competition, him returning the favor. She gave him blow jobs, hand jobs, and even a foot job in one story.


  She let him fuck her small tits and spray her face. She swallowed, she let it fill her mouth and drool it out. She licked his cum from his cock. In the stories ‘Wallflower” Miss Leeds was a sex crazed nympho who went full porn star on her smitten big cocked stud of a student.


  She’d spent the entire weekend feeling as if she were sex drunk. Reading the stories, then playing out her own in her head. Blending his fantasies with hers, and the entire time with the prevailing thought of this gorgeous and perfect young man really wanted her.


  Cutesy, petite, not the greatest body, and shy her, was the sexiest thing Hunter had ever seen. In his eyes she was a flawless sexual creature, and object of his young lust.


  It drove her wild in a way she had never experienced, but at the same time her sexual exhilaration was tinged with the bittersweet reality that all of this had to stay in her head, none of it could be real.


  She put her coffee down and took a deep breath. She had no doubt he’d be here. Hunter struck her as the type that always did the right thing and would man up and own his mistake.


  She glanced down at the short sleeved grey blouse she wore over a pair of black slacks. Neither revealed any indication of her body. It was the typical no show no go attire she always wore.


  But this morning she’d been tempted to wear something nicer. It was close to eighty today and she had some sun dresses buried in her closet that weren’t improper but would show her lower legs and give some indication she had breasts.


  Playful would be how she’d describe the look and Hunter’s stories had her wanting badly to look, feel, and be playful. But it was obvious he watched her all the time and if she suddenly sported an upgrade to her wardrobe, he’d think she was teasing or leading him on in some way.


  She had worn better shoes however, still simple black pumps, but with a higher heel and black knee highs beneath her slacks. They weren’t the thigh highs she apparently wore in some of the stories, but closest she had.


  For now, because the stories and the way he described her in them had her tempted to get a pair and wear them under her skirt this Friday. It was the last day of school and even though he wouldn’t know she had them on, she would.


  And it would probably lead to her leaving them on when she masturbated to him seeing them, and as he had in ‘Detention Tension” cum all over them.


  “Stop that,” she rolled her eyes when she felt her nipples grow taut and a tingle between her legs.


  Felicia did have her hair down however, she rarely did that, but had done it in the past so that wouldn’t look odd, but he’d like it. She also had donned her reading glasses, that she only used to avoid eye strain, and didn’t wear all the time, but apparently she did in his stories, so he must like the look.


  That’s right, she was going wild by letting her hair down and showing off her glasses. Felicia Moor, the definition of nerd sexy, at your service. She flinched when she heard a soft knock on the door, even though it was open.


  “You wanted to see me, Miss Moore?”


  “Good morning, Hunter,” she gave him a smile she hoped was reassuring. She didn’t want him to worry. “Please close the door, so we won’t be disturbed.”


  She realized most of his stories featured sex in the classroom and he always referenced the door being closed and locked. She wondered if doing it now made him think of it in a fun way, or he was too worried to take note of it.


  He came over to stand in front of her desk, and she couldn’t help looking at the way the plain black t-shirt he wore hugged his powerful upper body. The black jeans weren’t as tight, but there was still an obvious bump between his legs.


  In his stories, he described himself as being “fairly well hung” and her story counterpart was always commenting on wanting his big dick. Felicia was sure any guy that wrote erotic stories made the same claim, but she had a feeling he wasn’t lying.


  “Miss Moore, before you say anything,” Hunter spoke softly and she could hear the nerves in his voice. “I can’t tell you how sorry I am about this. I…I was rushing around to get ready for work and remembered the story and I guess…just sent the wrong attachment.”


  “Hunter, I want you know above all else, you’re not in trouble, okay?”


  “I…seriously?” His blue eyes widened.


  “Seriously,” she nodded.


  “Oh my god, thank you! I mean I could have been expelled over this and with a damn week to graduation!” he put his hand out. “Thank you so much!”


  “You’re welcome,” she took his hand, trying not to imagine him gripping both her hands in his and forcing them over her head while he…


  “You’re a good student,” She released his hand and stayed on topic. “You have great grades in general and have done a great job in my class. You’re polite to me and the other students, you’re well spoken, you participate, you help others, and you’re an excellent writer.”


  “Thank you for all of that,” the look of relief on his face told her she’d done the right thing. “This could have cost me my scholarship.”


  “Good people make mistakes like everyone else, but because they’re good people, they get second chances,” she told him. “Meaning I need you to send me the right paper today, okay?”


  “Of course!” he nodded. “But I still need to say I’m sorry.”


  “You already did,”


  “For the mistake, but I’m sorry that you saw that. Don’t know how much you read, but you didn’t have to read much to know what it was. It’s totally disrespectful to you as a teacher and as a woman for me to have written that.”


  “Wow, you’re mother raised a good boy,” Felicia shook her head. God, he was so sweet and…just perfect in every goddamn way.


  “She did, but so did my dad. He raised me to respect women in every way. He’d be ashamed of me.”


  “No, he’d be proud of you for standing here admitting your mistake and willing to accept responsibility.” She assured him. “Your only responsibility here is to get me your assignment, and to stop saying you’re sorry. Far as I’m concerned, it didn’t happen.”


  “Miss Moore, you are amazing.”


  “I think I read that somewhere.” She surprised herself by saying that, but when she saw the look of shock on his face, it made her laugh. “I’m sorry, that was too easy.”


  “It was a good one,” he gave her a sheepish grin. “I deserved a lot worse than a couple of jokes.”


  “You know, Hunter,” she spoke slowly, the voice of reason telling her to let it go, but she felt she needed to let him know this mishap had been good for her. “I was very flattered by the story.”


  “Okay, you don’t have to make fun of me.” He told her, his grin fading.


  “I’m not, and seeing this conversation if off the record, I want to let you know that as improper as it was, it came at a good time because I don’t always feel very good about myself.”


  “Really?” He seemed genuinely surprised. “Why?”


  “Because look at me. I’ve never been the hot girl, the head turner, the type guys fall all over. I’m kind of plain, and sometimes it makes me feel a bit less than if you know what I mean.”


  Before he could respond, she laughed.


  “Never mind, you’re smart, popular, and good looking. You don’t know that feeling.”


  “I don’t know why you’d feel that way, Miss Moore, you’re…” he paused. “Pretty sure you saw what I think of you.”


  “I did, and lines like my perfect imperfections,” she tapped her chest. “I need to hear things like that sometimes. It’s a nice boost to the ego.”


  Now getting carried away she laughed. “Fun sized; I feel like a candy bar.”


  “How much of the story did you read?” he asked, his eyes on hers.


  “Oh,” Idiot! “I….” her shoulders slumped. “More than I should have, but it…like I said it was good for me to know you think I’m attractive, or at least I am in your story.”


  “All fiction begins in some way with non-fiction. You taught us that first day of the class.”


  “Wow, and he listens too.”


  “You always have my full attention,” he didn’t see so nervous anymore. “I want you to know I thought about you before the day I showed up at your house. I think you’re beautiful in your own way.”


  “That’s called a left handed compliment,” she forced herself to joke. “Better work on the lines before you get smacked by a coed come September.”


  “Some people are just the classic meaning of words like hot, or attractive, other people redefine it and make it theirs because they’re different, not the copy and paste came off an assembly line attractive.”


  “Are you really eighteen?” She whistled. “Hunter, you are a prize and I don’t mean that sarcastically.”


  “I’ve been called worse.” He looked as if he wanted to say more, but instead, remained silent.


  “I doubt that, but…” she needed to end this. It should have ended at don’t worry about it, but she’d been unable to help herself. “Things happen for a reason, and if it helps you feel better, I wasn’t offended in the least.”


  “Still kind of awkward,” he sighed. “Good thing this is the last week. Now every time you look at me you’re going to know how I look at you.”


  “There’s worse things than being crushed on,” she smiled. “Let’s not give it anymore thought.” Because it was killing her far more than him, that she was sure of.


  “Right,” he began to turn, but stopped. “Miss Moore, can I ask you one question? You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to.”


  Don’t…she warned herself but didn’t listen.


  “No promises but go ahead.”


  “Did you…” he took a breath. “Read my other stories?”


  Her knee jerk reaction was for her cheeks to flush as she looked away.


  “My bad,” he said, trying to let her off the hook. “You don’t have to answer. Thank you again, for being understanding.


  He turned and walked to his desk where he sat and pulled his I-pad from his book bag. He showed no expression as he did so, once again displaying an uncanny maturity because she knew damned well her reaction was all the answer he needed.




  Chapter Six


  


  Friday, the last day of school


  


  “Good luck at PC, Regina,” Felicia shook the young red heads hand. “Not that you’ll need it, miss high honors.”


  “Thank you, Miss Moore, I really had a lot of fun in this class,” Regina chirped, then hurried away towards the door.


  The bell had only rung minutes ago and most of the class had already cleared out, most with a simple wave and goodbye to her, some no response at all as she called out their names and wished them luck.


  Regina was a great student, and nice kid, but a definite suck up, and she had no doubt she was the “Gina” in Hunter’s story. Like that story, Hunter remained at his desk while the other kids filed out.


  Which is exactly what she’d hoped for.


  The resemblance had her nervous, then again, she’d fluttered between nervous, excited, horny, and ashamed of said horniness all week. Well, the three days she’d been there.


  Felicia found it so awkward to look at Hunter, even for a fifty minute class, she used two sick days she still had and taken Wednesday and Thursday off, coming back for the last day.


  Not that anything was going on. All grades were in two days ago and graduation early next week, but she wanted to say goodbye, especially to students she’d had in prior years English classes who had taken creative writing as a senior year elective.


  But the two days had been torturous as a wet dream she’d had the night before her ‘illness’ had put an insanely hot, but emphasis on insane, idea in her mind. The dream had been a simple replay of the story he’d sent her.


  Hunter waiting until they were alone, professing his feelings for her, and after making it look like she was shooting him down, telling him to lock the door. From there the dream was a mix of his story and some dirty embellishments of her own one of which was her riding him while he sat in her chair, then her kneeling on it, with her arms resting on the top while he fucked her from behind.


  The next morning when masturbating to the vivid dream a strange, reckless and undeniably appealing thought entered her mind.


  Why not do it?


  Like he said in the story the minute that bell rang she was no longer his teacher and they were simply a horny cougar and her eager cub making their fantasies an even hotter reality.


  Not like she had to worry Hunter would turn her down, he obviously wanted her, and according to him even before he showed up at her house. That thought had her even more revved than she had been.


  The idea that even before he saw what she always hid in class, he still wanted her. His comments about her redefining beauty and making it her own kept sounding in her mind. Hunter found her exceedingly attractive as she was and above all else that excited her.


  No, she wouldn’t have to worry about him getting her in trouble, but even though she’d no longer be his teacher, she was still a teacher and it was school property. If found out, she could lose her job.


  If she were found out.


  Her classroom was on the top floor corner of the school. No classroom to her left, just the windows overlooking the parking lot. The classroom on her right was the science lab, and it wasn’t used during the last week, so no one would be there either.


  Hunter was in the last class of the day, and on the last day the students, and many of the teachers would be racing to get out. Her door would be closed and she’d hit the lights.


  There would be enough light at three in the afternoon for them to see everything they’d longed to see, but her frosted glass window with no natural light behind it would show nothing.


  Anyone seeing her door shut would assume she’d left, and because she was in the corner, no one passed by, the only people who came to her door were her class or if another teacher was looking for her.


  She could do it, she wanted to do it, but should was the problem. Why take a chance? Why do something that in many ways was still unethical? Fucking him minutes after she was no longer his teacher wasn’t like running into him two years later, but the same damn day.


  Felicia was twenty years older than him, not that there weren’t plenty of older women, or men for that matter, who had sex with people half their age, but in this case she had been in a position of authority, was she abusing that position?


  No, because he wanted her, and in every position.


  As she thought about it more and more, Felicia realized why, other than pure lust, she was considering it. Because she had been seeking for, and badly needed, something that would hit the “fuck it” switch,


  She was closing in on forty and had never done anything wild or adventurous, and the fact she’d been single the majority of her life made that even worse. Hunter had described her as a public wallflower but closet wild cat.


  Reality was Felicia was a wild cat only in her mind. Her sex life in three plus years with Blake varied from decent to boring, and that was on her as much as him. She just couldn’t break the barrier between what she was, and what she longed to be.


  Something like this, something not just out of character, but wild and even dangerous by most people’s standards could do it. If she could go through with this there was nothing or no one, she wouldn’t be able to do.


  Felicia waffled from telling herself she would do it, to asking herself if she were crazy. This morning she’d woken up feeling as undecided as ever, but instead of backing down as she always had in the past, she proceeded as if she were going to go through it.


  It being seducing her ‘former’ student right there in the classroom and making every one of his fictional stories into glorious non-fiction. All she had to do was get herself to offer, if she began to lock up after that, she was sure Hunter could take the lead until she grew confident enough to go full on milf gone wild on him.


  Felicia was off to a good start wearing bit of a sexier version of the outfit in the story he’d sent. Except today her white blouse wasn’t buttoned all the way. She left the last two undone to show some of her upper chest, including the freckles he’d mention in two of his stories that he seemed fascinated with.


  Her black skirt was shorter than the one in the story. Still proper, the hem fell a couple inches over her knees, but by her standards was damn near a mini. She’d went out and bought not only a pair of black thigh highs, but a black lace bra and matching panties.


  She drew the line at a thong. “Miss Leeds” never wore them, but she did wear lacy French cut panties, the fact he knew the style of women’s underwear still surprised her, and that’s what she’d bought.


  Getting dressed this morning she felt sexier than she had in years, a good sign for things, and hopefully her, to come. She wore the same black shoes with the silver buckle, the schoolgirl look on the schoolteacher, as he’d written.


  Felicia wore her hair up in honor of how he wrote about the smooth inviting skin of her elegant neck, and even though she wouldn’t be reading from a textbook or her laptop today, she put her glasses on as soon as the last class was about to start.


  She’d gone a little heavier on her makeup, not a lot but a bit heavier on her eye liner to call attention to her lashes as well as a deeper red than she normally wore on her lips.


  She’d spent the other classes trying hard not to think about what may or may not happen at the end of the day, but it wasn’t easy. Felicia went from getting herself so worked up, her nipples were stiff and a wet heat between her legs to all but panicked and wondering what was she thinking?


  It had her dreading the last class, but when Hunter entered wearing faded blue jeans and a white t-shirt, both of which showed off everything she wanted, especially that damn ever present package in his jeans, she felt her fear uncharacteristically vanish.


  Not just vanish, but she felt emboldened enough that halfway through class, she rose from behind her desk, came around and sat on the edge of it while speaking to students about how even though studying came first to make sure they had fun and appreciated college as the once in a lifetime experience it was.


  When she saw the look on Hunter’s face when she crossed her legs and slowly kicked on foot back and forth, a look of pure desire, it sent a warm rush throughout her body, and in that moment, she knew she was going to have him.


  Not just have him but take him. On the desk, on the chair, on the floor, up against the goddamn blackboard with her skirt over her hips and her black clad legs around his waist as his as flexed, driving his hard cock into her needy cunt.


  Now, as the last student filed out and it was just the two of them, the moment of truth had come. On cue, Hunter rose from his desk and approached her.


  “I wanted to wait until everyone left so I could thank you again for not getting me in trouble.”


  “Its fine,” Now that the time had come, she wasn’t sure if she should be forward or see if he was going to follow the script and take the lead. “Like I said, mistakes happen.”


  “I even got an A on the right story!” he laughed.


  “You’re a good writer. You really paint the scene, and your dialogue flows so naturally, I can hear your characters in my head. You have the gift to be able to put the reader directly in the action.”


  “Thank you,” he nodded. “I appreciate the support you’ve always given me.”


  He had an odd look on his face, and she realized he looked nervous, no more than that, he seemed conflicted, and she wondered if he were having the same internal, should I, shouldn’t I, struggle.


  If he wasn’t sure, should she push? Her being the aggressor would be a bad look. Maybe he was willing to leave it at an unrequited lust and just say goodbye. That would let her off the hook. She could blame him and not the nerves creeping their way in…again.


  Frustrated at feeling as if she were repeating the sad pattern that had been her downfall when it came to having the fun she deserved and so badly needed, she took the plunge.


  “Especially in those stories,” she sucked on her lower lip and the way his eyes widened showed her the move wasn’t lost on him. “Talk about details, you really painted that scene,” she forced her eyes to meet his. “Painted more than that, didn’t you?”


  “Whoa,” The look on his face was priceless.


  “Like my outfit? I wore it because you wrote about it. Even wearing something sexy underneath it,” she gave him what she hoped was a sexy smile. “Just for you.”


  “Are you screwing with me?” he asked softly.


  “Hunter, I’ve been screwing with you since I read that story, but it was only up here.” She tapped her temple. “Seems like you’ve been doing it a lot longer than that, no?”


  “You read the stories,” he told her.


  “I did, and I loved them. Loved reading how you see me, and the way you made me sound so sexy.”


  “Because you are,” Hunter gestured to her. “You look amazing today. That blouse looks good on you.”


  “Look even better on the floor, don’t you think?” She was doing it!


  “Yeah, I bet it would, but uh…” Oh, God, a but! “You are my teacher?”


  “Oh, I get it, you’re being coy,” she laughed. “Okay, I’ll play,” she leaned forward and lowering her voice to a sexy purr, whispered, “School’s out, baby.”


  “It is, isn’t it?” Why did he look unsure? Was she coming on to strong? Was it only a fantasy and some type of game? No, all the things he’d said and written…was he all show no go like she’d always been?


  “I had an idea for your next story.” She wasn’t going to back down this time, she wanted, no she needed, him too bad to let timid shy Felicia cost her another chance at some serious adult fun.


  “You do?” This time a smile played about his lips and encouraged she went on.


  “There’s this teacher, and I guess she’s kind of cute, but she doesn’t always feel that way. She’s been shy and a bit mousy her entire life, both in and out of the bedroom.”


  “Sorry to hear that, seems like a waste,” he gave a dramatic sigh. “Someone should do something about that.”


  “No fourth wall breaking,” she made a show of zipping her lip and when he laughed, she smiled before continuing, now emboldened by his interest.


  “Someone did do something. You see a student of hers sent her what was supposed to be his creative writing final exam, and by mistake sent her something else. An erotic story. A gloriously dirty, downright filthy story about all the things he’s wanted to do to her and have her do for him.


  “The story was so hot, that halfway through,” she paused, her stomach fluttering, but she had pushed herself to the point of no return and because of that, she was able to keep going. “She took her panties off and got herself off right there while still reading.”


  “Holy shit,” he whispered.


  “Then you know what that little minx did? She went into her bedroom and spent the night reading his other stories and jilling off to them. All weekend she reread them and even added some of her own dirty details and just kept coming and coming.”


  Hunter’s face was turning red and she noted sweat beginning to form at his hairline. Her eyes dropped to his crotch just visible over her desk and could make out the length of his hard in the tight jeans.


  “But thing is, she’s his teacher and she couldn’t tell him that so when she spoke to him about it, she had to play it off, act like it wasn’t a big deal, but he wasn’t in trouble and just give her the right story.


  “When she saw how embarrassed and flustered he was to the point he even said he felt he disrespected her, it made her want him even more. Smart, sexy, talented, and sweet? God, what a waste on some little high school tart.


  “Now here they are last day of school, he’s the last one in class just like his story and he’s noticing Miss,” she cleared her throat. “Leeds is looking sexy, well by her standards, hell, he can even see her knees.”


  Hunter laughed and nodded, giving her a thumbs up at the joke.


  “But it is her cutesy schoolteacher looking like a schoolgirl ensemble so he likes what he sees, she’s even wearing her sexy geek chic glasses for him. The ones he likes to take off her face before he kisses her in some of his stories.


  She shocked herself by flicking her tongue lasciviously at him.


  “But he does like her to wear them when she sucks his cock.”


  “Jesus,” Hunter shook his head. “I need to have you make my stories into audio books.”


  “This is it, the crossroads, the point of our story where the conflict comes to a…” she paused meaningfully. “Head.”


  “Does she let him say goodbye and leave and never see him again? That would be the right thing to do, after all. Or does she tell him to go lock the door and come back and turn his wallflower teacher into that wildcat from his stories?”


  She leaned back in her chair, folding her arms behind her head. The move not only pushed her breasts out a bit more, but when the white material stretched tighter it made the black bra visible beneath it.


  “What do you think?” she asked, not thrilled he had an indecisive look on his face. “How does it end?” she winked. “Maybe a happy ending?”


  “School is out,” he said, but sounded more as if he were talking to himself than her.


  “Hunter, would you do something for me?” And to me, she added in her mind.


  When his answer was a slow nod, she pointed.


  “How about you go lock that door and hit the lights?”


  Hunter looked at the door, then her. She tried not to frown when he didn’t immediately do it, but she forced herself to stay calm. As mature as he was, as raunchy as those stories were, he was still young, and maybe having her point blank offer, was overwhelming.


  “What’s the matter, baby?” she asked in a seductive purr. “You don’t want a little one on one session with your favorite teacher?”


  Hunter sent her heart fluttering and her nipples tightening when he spun on his heel and walked to the door, he gripped the knob and began to swing it closed, before stopping.


  He remained still for a few heart stopping seconds, before looking over turning towards her.


  “I’m sorry, Miss Moore,” he slowly shook his head. “But it can’t be like this.”


  “W…what?” she sat up in the chair, feeling as if she’d been kicked in the stomach. “But I thought you wanted me?”


  “I do,” he agreed, “But sometimes real life can’t end like a story.”


  Without another word, he left the room leaving Felicia sitting there, her face flushing in abject humiliation. Never in her life had she made such a fool of herself and felt so small because of it.


  Some stories, at least hers, seemed destined to end the same way.


  Unhappily ever after.




  Chapter Seven


  


  Felicia stormed through the front door in such a huff, Poe immediately turned and ran for the kitchen rather than greeting her as she always did.


  “Sorry, baby girl,” she called out. “Mommy made a goddamn fool of herself today!”


  That was one hell of an understatement, she thought as she tossed her purse on the couch and slung her lap top bag on there with it. She’d taken embarrassment to an entirely different level; she lamented while going into the kitchen and feeding Poe who rubbed against her leg as she did so.


  “Only pussy getting any attention these days, that’s for sure.” She scratched the cat behind her ears as she buried her face in her dish, then went back out into the living room.


  Figures, she finally reached the magical point of fuck it, and in epic fashion, only to have it backfire in the same manner. For the first time since her fling with Troy twenty years ago she’d felt bold and confident, for fuck’s sake, she’d even begun talking dirty, something she always had trouble doing even though she wanted to do it.


  She point blank offered herself to Hunter, which is what she thought he wanted as bad as she did. Maybe even more seeing he’d been thinking about her before he’d come to her house and got her going.


  He’d written stories about her, and had admitted as much, The damned bio on his site reading he had it bad for his teacher. The kid had been hard while she was telling him about her ‘story’.


  What had gone wrong?


  Why had he turned her down? What the hell did he mean it can’t be like this? If he didn’t want her, or maybe he did but felt it was wrong the way she knew deep down that it was, why let her make an idiot out of herself?


  She’d dressed better, wore something she knew he liked, kept the damn glasses on, and worse, she sounded like some desperate barfly at last call trying for a hook up. The only thing that could make this worse is if he ever told anyone.


  No, he wouldn’t do that. Hunter was a good kid, and that was the problem, he was a kid. Today was most likely a case of thinking he wanted something then getting cold feet or some type of reality check that he shouldn’t, or maybe he just couldn’t.


  In other words, the story of her life.


  Felicia headed for her bedroom planning on getting undressed and trying to shower the bitter taste of humiliation from her mouth. Not exactly the taste she’d planned on having, that was for sure.


  She doubted she’d get the urge, but if her overactive libido reared its head, she wouldn’t give in and masturbate, and not just in the shower, but not before she went to sleep.


  Felicia knew where her thoughts would go, and she wouldn’t put herself through the sad act of fantasizing about how today was supposed to go. No, she needed to purge Hunter, and today’s terrible outcome, from her mind, but easier said than done. This one was going to sting for some time.


  She undid the straps on her shoes, slipping them off, then reached under her skirt and gripping the tops of her stockings rolled each of them down, tugging them from her feet and tossing them at the hamper, where they hit the front of it and fell to the floor.


  Didn’t even get them soiled and there was no one to appreciate them being on the floor. Felicia eyed her toes, painted deep red to match her nails because in every story Miss Leeds had red nails.


  Felicia pushed herself off the bed and went to her bureau to remove her makeup. She jumped when the buzzer sounded. She wasn’t expecting anyone and amazon would generally just leave packages at her door.


  She hurried down the hallway and back into the living room. When she opened the door her eyes widened in surprise when it was Hunter standing there.


  “Um, hi,” he gave her an awkward smile. “I…”


  “I didn’t order any groceries,” she told him. “And if you came here to make fun of me because I bought into your prank, trust me, you can’t make me feel any worse.”


  She went to close the door, but he braced his foot against it.


  “Miss Moore, I know you’re mad, and you should be. I handled that totally wrong.”


  “Wrong as in you could have blown me off right away instead of letting me make an ass out of myself?” she grunted. “Damn straight you were. If you didn’t really want me, you should have just…”


  “But I do want you!” he interrupted her. “But I just…” he sighed. “Can I please come in and talk for a minute?”


  Reliving what happened was the last thing she wanted to do, but two women had just turned the corner at the end of the hallway, and she didn’t want anyone overhearing her drama.


  “Fine, a minute,” she stepped back, allowing him to ease past her into her living room.


  He moved sideways, remaining facing her, one arm behind his back, and as soon as she closed the door, he brought his arm around, presenting her with a bouquet of flowers.


  “These are for you.”


  She folded her arms over her chest.


  “Accepting them would be saying this is okay, and it’s not. Give them to whatever trollop you’re into.”


  “The only trollop I’m into is you,” he started to smile, but stopped when he saw she wasn’t amused by the joke.


  “Your minute is ticking away,” she’d always been able to play cool bitch than hot lover, and this was one of the few times in her life, she was happy to embrace the former, because the latter was still licking her wounds…and nothing else.


  “Yeah,” he ran his fingers through his hair, and rocked from one foot to the other.


  The nervous and unsure Hunter was something she hadn’t previously thought existed and seeing him flustered gave her a sense of petty satisfaction.


  “These flowers aren’t an apology, they’re about a guy bringing a woman he likes some flowers.”


  “Infatuation and lust isn’t liking me,” she waved her hand dismissively. “Your stories were all lust and sex, and that’s fine, but don’t try to pretend there was anything more than that.”


  “I…tried to write a couple of things where I showed some romance, but it never came out right, and you’re right, the lust always took over.”


  “Few seconds left.” She put her hand on the knob, preparing to open the door and tell him to get out.


  “Miss Moore, I do like you. I like how you act, how you’re always yourself, and it meant a lot to me that you got personal about how you don’t see yourself as attractive.”


  “Less so now thanks to you.”


  “I know, and I’m…” he sighed. “Look, a lot of people, even my mom, are always saying I act older than I am, and a lot of times I do, but I’m still kind of a kid and something like this, I guess I’m out of my league.”


  “Oh, please,” she rolled her eyes. “Save it for the girls.”


  “That’s the thing, you’re not a girl. You’re a woman, you have life experience, you’ve been in relationships, you have a career, a life, and you know what you want in life. How can I match that?”


  “Hunter, as you could tell, I was fully prepared to fuck you in that classroom just like in your stories. Not for nothing, you looked pretty excited down there, so I don’t know how you all of a sudden can’t handle this.”


  “Sex I could handle, but…”


  “Time.” She pulled the door open, but gasped when he shoved it shut on her,


  “Sorry,” he put his hands up. “Not trying to scare you, but before I leave I want you to know what happened and what I meant when I said it can’t be like this.”


  “Fine, whatever it takes to get this over with.”


  “The stories were a way to get the frustration out, the fun dirty stuff. I knew you wanted me today, and right there in school. The thing is those were great fantasies, but you deserve better than that.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I mean you’re an amazing woman, and especially after you confided in me about how you feel about yourself it made me think that doing it there was cheap and dirty.”


  “I was fine with cheap and dirty,” she sighed.


  “Me too at some point, but for a first time? I don’t want you to feel like a slut I want to make you feel like a woman. Here in your place, in your bed,” he gave her a hopeful smile. “Maybe even spend the night.”


  “Spend the night,” she repeated him. “You think you’d be disrespecting me if we did it in the classroom?”


  “Yes, exactly. Miss Moore if you feel bad about yourself then I guess someone made you feel that way. I want you to feel special because to me you are.”


  “I…” Felicia felt the cold act melting away as his words sent a warm rush through her, and not just her body but her emotions as well. When was the last time someone had told her she was special, and while looking at her the way Hunter did, with absolute adoration.


  “Miss Moore,” he spoke into her stunned silence. “You know the things I wrote, and yeah there was some hardcore shit in there, but didn’t you notice how much I focused on kissing you?”


  He did go on about it in the stories, but Felicia had been so caught up in the sexual descriptions she hadn’t paid much attention to it. Like he’d admitted earlier, the lust overwhelmed anything else.


  “Now that you say it,” she said quietly. “You did describe it.”


  “You have no idea how bad I want to kiss you, touch you, and enjoy you in every way. I don’t want just a raunchy fuck; I want to be intimate and…” he stopped. “Okay, I’m sounding like an idiot.”


  “No, no, you’re not,” she shook her head, a smile creeping across her face. “Trust me, you’re not.”


  “I want to know what it’s like to really be with you. To hold you and sleep with you in my arms and…” he was turning red. “Wow, the dirty stuff is easy, this just sounds like a bad Lifetime movie.”


  “It is corny,” she agreed, but she could listen to it all day…and night.


  “Okay, said what I needed to say.” He offered the flowers again. “Will you take these? Even if you see it as an apology?”


  She took the bouquet from him, staring at the colorful mixed flowers with a red rose in the center. Blake hadn’t brought her flowers the last two years they were together.


  “I’m sorry I was rude and blew you off like that in school. I just didn’t know what to say after you came on so strong and panicked. I feel awful I brought up the way you feel about yourself.”


  “You did do that,” she admitted. “Can’t remember being so humiliated and defeated.”


  He looked crest fallen, and his shoulders slumped. “I don’t know what to do other than hope you know how sorry I am for that.”


  “I think there’s something else you could do,” she turned and walking over to the coffee table gently laid the flowers on it The damn cat would probably get at them, but damned if she was going to put things on hold to find a vase and put them up somewhere. “If you’re really sorry.”


  “I’ll do anything you want.”


  “Then follow me, I need you to get rid of something for me.” She turned and left the room.


  “Uh, yeah sure,” he spoke behind her as she walked down the hallway and into her bedroom.


  “Close the door behind you,” she told him as she stood by the bed.


  “I thought you wanted me to take something out for you.” Hunter looked confused but closed the door as she asked.


  “I said I needed you to get rid of something,” she said softly, her heart beginning to beat faster.


  He looked around the room. “What?”


  “I have this problem, the one I told you about where I just don’t feel confident.” She beckoned him with her red tipped finger. “Think you could help me get rid of that feeling?”


  “You’re in luck,” he stepped up to her, “I know just how to handle this.”


  He took her face in his hands and she could feel them trembling against her cheeks. Hunter lowered his head to hers, and as her breath caught in anticipation, he whispered.


  “May I?”


  “Say my name,” her voice tremored the same way as his touch. “My real name, because I think school is officially out.”


  “Felicia,” he spoke her name slowly, as if savoring the way, it sounded. “May I kiss you?”


  “One condition,” she told him as he brought his face closer, his lips inches from hers. “You don’t ask me for permission again, you can do whatever you want,” she gave him a nervous smile. “I’m all yours.”


  “Careful with that,” he smiled. “You read my stories.”


  “Why do you think I said I’m all yours?” she returned the smile, then closed her eyes, and parted her lips.


  “God, you’re beautiful,” his words were followed by his lips pressing gently to hers.


  A soft whimper escaped her as he kissed her while sliding one hand up through her hair, the other dropping down to encircle her waist. He pulled her against him as he kissed her more firmly, and Felicia moaned in response to the move.


  Her arms went around his neck as she returned the kiss, her soft lips sliding along his. Her nipples stiffened, poking into his hard chest between their clothes, and her hips were already rocking into him.


  Felicia, emboldened by his obvious desire for her, opened her mouth wider, working her lips over his and kissing him more fervently. His fingers entered her hair, gently stroking it as his other hand traveled up her back to rest between her shoulders.


  His strong fingers massaged her back as their kiss grew more intense, their mouths opening wider as their passion escalated. Felicia darted her tongue into his mouth and the groan it elicited from him sent a pleasant shiver through her body.


  Hunter’s tongue met hers, dancing over and around it before she captured it between her lips and gently sucked on it. This time it was a moan from deep in his throat and his fingers tightened in her hair, causing her to thrust her hips harder into him.


  She could feel his hard cock pushing against his stomach, and she shimmied against him, moving side to side, using her body to caress him through his jeans. His tongue probed her mouth, while Felicia’s hands roamed over his broad shoulders, his impressive biceps, before slipping under his arms to explore his powerful back.


  She gasped when Hunter gripped her hair tighter and pulled her head back, then moaned, her eyes rolling back as his lips fastened to the right side of her neck.


  “Ohh,” she purred as he gently sucked on her soft flesh. “Oh my god, that feels sooo good!”


  She let her head fall back, allowing him better access and sighed contentedly as he kissed, licked and sucked his way along her neck. He worked his way up, kissing her behind the ear, then playfully flicking her earlobe with his tongue.


  His lips slid down the length of her neck, nuzzling inside the collar of her shirt to kiss the top of her shoulder. Her hands made their way back to his arms, squeezing his muscles as his mouth was now on the creamy skin of her throat, nibbling and sucking.


  Her nipples were so hard they ached and her clit pulsed between her thighs signaling her bodies need for him. His cock pushing into her stomach told her he had the same need, but he continued to take his time.


  The ultimate sign Hunter was mature beyond his years as she’d known men her age that were impatient grabby little boys when it came to sex, and here he was taking his time, holding her, kissing her.


  Appreciating her.


  Felicia was more than ready to appreciate him and easing her hands from his arms to his chest, moved her palms over his hard stomach before grabbing the bottom of his shirt.


  She tugged it upwards and releasing her, he grabbed the back of it and pulled it over his head. Before he could toss it away, her mouth was already on his chest, her lips pressing into the fine coating of dark hair over it.


  Felicia flicked her tongue over his nipple and felt his body shudder against hers, then sucked it between her lips. Hunter released a soft groan as she swirled her tongue around it while holding it between her lips, then released it to give the other some attention.


  His hands went to her sides and a wave of heat flowed through her at the way his fingers were able to encircle her slender waist, his thumbs on the edge of her stomach, the tips of his fingers at the edges of her back.


  She continued to tease his nipple with her tongue while caressing his absurdly hard stomach, her nails trailing along his well-defined six pack abs. They trailed lower, and she heard his breath catch when she grabbed the top of his jeans and popped them open.


  She tugged his zipper down, as she lowered her head, watching her small slender fingers pushing his jeans open, preparing to dip into his boxers. She froze when he caught her wrists and eased her hands away.


  “Not yet,” he said softly, releasing her hands and placing his on her shoulders. “Turn around for me.”


  Without waiting for an answer, he pushed on her shoulders and she allowed him to easily spin her until her back was to him. His arms went around her waist, and he pulled her into him, his cock now pressing into the small of her back.


  “Look.”


  She stared in front of her to see them reflected in the mirror in her closet door which she’d left open after getting ready for work, most likely because all she could think about was what, more correctly, who she was going to do.


  He teasingly nibbled on her ear, then whispered; “I want you to watch that sexy desirable woman in the mirror. Want you to see what I see, and why I want you.”


  His lips lowered to her neck and as he kissed her, Felicia found herself doing as he asked, taking in the sight of his large body behind hers, his hands on her stomach and his face buried in her neck.


  She gripped his forearms as he nuzzled into her hair, and kissed the back of her neck, sending a pleasant shudder throughout her body. Hunter moved his hands, placing them over hers, and pulling them upward.


  He placed her arms over her head and behind his neck, then put his arms around her. Felicia moaned and ground her ass back into him as his lips resumed their slow enjoyable exploration of her neck.


  His hands trailed up and down her sides, then moved to her upper chest, Felicia’s heart pounded when Hunter undid the top button of her blouse, then the next one. Her breathing grew heavier as still kissing her neck, her young lover finished unbuttoning her blouse, letting it fall open.


  This time it was her bare skin his hands moved over, gliding up her sides, and leaving exited goosebumps in their wake. Her nipples tingled in anticipation of him fondling her breasts, but instead his hands moved around them to grasp the sides of her blouse.


  Still moving with uncanny patience and frustrating, yet at the same time, exhilarating slowness, Hunter tugged on the blouse. Taking her cue, she lowered her arms and watched in the mirror as he eased it from her, dropping it to the floor.


  His hands went to her stomach, gently caressing it as his lips now glided over the back of her right shoulder. He peppered her with soft kisses across her upper back that had her whimpering and squirming against him.


  She loved the way his hands covered her stomach, then held her breath as they once again traveled upward. This time he didn’t tease, placing his hands over her breasts and giving them a firm squeeze.


  “Yes,” she breathed. “Yours, they’re all yours.”


  “I like that,” he whispered into her back as he bent his knees so he could kiss his way down the middle of her back.


  Her hands went over his, pushing them harder into her breasts. They fit perfectly in his palms and when he eased them up and down, caressing her nipples through the bra, she sucked on her lower lip as she ground her thighs together, her clit throbbing between them.


  Hunter kissed the middle of her back just above the strap of her bra and a moment later she cried out in surprise when she felt a brief tug, then her bra pop open.


  “That’s a trick!” she told him breathlessly, her hands going to her arms and sliding them through her straps.


  Hunter, moving quickly for the first time, yanked her bra off, and his head appearing over her shoulder, licked his lips.


  “God, they’re perfect.”


  His hands slid over them, this time contacting her hard nipples and making her moan and arch her back, pressing her tits harder into his hands. Hunter remained looking over her shoulder, watching himself fondle her breasts and when their eyes met in the mirror, he smiled and gave her an affectionate kiss on the cheek.


  Felicia raised her arm, hooking it behind his head, and turning hers, kissed him. This kiss was much harder than the first one, her lust driving her mouth onto his, and her tongue plunging into his mouth.


  He gave her breasts a soft squeeze then taking her nipples between his large fingers, rolled them between them. She whimpered into his mouth, her hips grinding in hard circles, rubbing her ass into him.


  She was so fucking wet she could feel her soaked panties sticking to her yearning cunt. Felicia tried to turn in his grasp to be able to face him and drop to her knees, get his cock in her mouth, but he resisted, keeping her where she was.


  His hands left her breasts, and slid behind her, freeing her from his grip, but before she could move, she both felt and heard him unzip her skirt. He dropped to his knees behind her, shoving her skirt down to the floor.


  He gripped her slim hips, holding her still as he kissed the left side of her ass, then the right. Felicia, breathing hard, her body flushed, and her hips moving, now grinding her ass directly into his face.


  Hunter sucked hard on the tip of her ass cheek, making her giggle then moan when his fingers hooked into the sides of her panties.


  “Oh god,” she whispered when she felt him slowly pulling them down.


  Her eyes went back to the mirror where she watched him ease them down, exposing first the small triangle of hair on her pubic mound, then her tight tucked up pink peach. He slid them down her legs, then rose behind her.


  “Oh!” Felicia called out in surprise when Hunter grabbed her right shoulder, turning her toward him, then ducked down, his other arm, sweeping behind her knee, effortlessly sweeping her off her feet.


  He held her in his arms, and lowered his head, his lips seeking hers. She gladly met them, their tongues colliding as they both tried to get theirs in the other’s mouth. Hunter easily walked her over to her bed where he eased her down.


  He straightened, and shifted his legs, pushing his shoes off, then grabbed his jeans and boxers, shoving them to the floor. He bent over to remove them as well as his socks and Felicia took the opportunity to sit up and roll onto her stomach.


  The second he rose, she had his cock in her hand, then in her mouth.


  “Fuck,” he moaned as she eased his large purple head passed her lips, then pressing them to his hard shaft eased half his length into her mouth.


  “Hmm,” she groaned, her eyes closing and a feeling of pure bliss washing over her at the sensation of having his fat young cock in her mouth.


  Felicia slowly bobbed her head, keeping her tongue pressed to his shaft, her lips wrapped tightly around his smooth flesh. He was so hard! She could feel him throbbing against her tongue and moved her head faster.


  She slid out so she was completely on her stomach, and bending her knees, crossed her legs at the ankles, giving him the “perfect blowjob position” he featured in his stories.


  Felicia turned her eyes up to him, staring into his as she opened wider, and took him deeper into her mouth. He wasn’t kidding in his stories. He was long and thick, his cock completely stuffing her small mouth.


  But her ‘head game’ had been on point in his stories, and she’d always enjoyed it in real life, and was not going to be denied. Felicia forced more and more of him down her throat, gagging and making nasty gurgling sounds.


  Sticky drool flowed from the sides of her mouth and she felt her face flushing and her eyes beginning to water as she struggled to devour his huge cock. She released him in a spray of spit, then spit on his tip and pumped him rapidly in her hand as she caught her breath.


  She took him back in her mouth and in one smooth suck got just about his full length down. She slid her free hand between his legs, rubbing his balls and his cock twitched in her mouth as he moaned above her.


  One of his hands went into her hair, the other in the middle of her back as she angled her head, then forced her mouth downward, with a triumphant gag, her lips met with the base of his cock, and she shook her head, working his sensitive tip around her warm wet mouth.


  “Jesus, that feels good,” he told her. “You don’t look so cute with a cock in your mouth.”


  She giggled, winked, then easing all but his tip from between her lips, went to town. Hunter moaned and his hips rocked as Felicia sucked him fast and hard, her head bobbing rapidly.


  She released him, and lifting his cock fluttered her tongue up and down his shaft, teasing him with quick soft licks before tracing the sensitive ridge of his head with the tip of her soft tongue.


  She pressed his cock to her cheek, marveling at the fact it was as long as her entire face. Felicia nuzzled into it as if she were a lusty kitten while still caressing his big swollen balls.


  She slapped his cock against her face several times, not minding the sticky mess it made. She slid her tongue down the underside of his shaft then over his swollen sac before sucking on the left side.


  Hunter moaned, his hand tightening in her hair as she stretched his nut out as far as she dared, gently sucking as she did. She released it and went for the other side but stopped to whimper when he slid his hand down her back and between her legs.


  He boldly plunged two fingers inside her sopping slit making her cry out as she uncrossed her legs and spread them open for him. Hunter pumped his long thick fingers in and out and she worked her tongue back up his shaft then took him into her mouth.


  “You’re so fucking wet,” he whispered as he not so gently finger fucked her as she tried to concentrate on sucking his beautiful cock.


  Hunter’s fingers eased from her cunt and she squealed around his cock when they came into contact with her clit. He worked them side to side and her hips pumped on the bed, shoving her cunt into his hand.


  Felicia sucked him as deep as she could comfortably, then worked her head up and down repeatedly taking him to that point. His hand trembled in her hair as the other worked her clit in hard fast circles.


  The slow and gentle touch was gone as the room filled with wet slapping sounds as he roughly manipulated her clit. Felicia squirmed on the bed her hips thrusting up and down, then side to side, following the movement off his fingers.


  She could feel the orgasm building within her, and when he released her hair and delivered a stinging slap to the right side of her ass, she howled around his cock as the sudden sharp sting, and the fact he’d just spanked her, sent her rocketing over the edge.


  After yelping around his cock for a few seconds, Felicia was forced to remove him from her mouth and squeal as the powerful orgasm tore through her. She writhed on the bed, her head down as she yelped and yipped into the bed, while still stroking Hunter’s sloppy wet cock.


  His fingers kept moving, manipulating her throbbing clit as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. She released a long low guttural moan as her body went limp, her hips jerking as small jolts from the fading climax shocked her into movement.


  She lifted her head, prepared to resume sucking Hunter’s cock until she returned the favor and made him cum in her eager mouth. But he quickly stepped back, and gripping her shoulders, hauled her up to her knees.


  He kissed her hard, not caring about the sticky mess her lips had become and even sent his tongue sliding into her even sticker mouth. She moaned when his hands went to her tits, stroking her nipples and fondling them.


  Hunter swung his knee onto the bed to her left, then using his body, easily pushed her onto her back. He went with her, climbing between her legs, and his mouth immediately on her left breast.


  “Suck them!” she cried out. “Show me how bad you wanted your teacher’s tits!”


  He did just that, opened wide and sucking a good portion of the firm flesh of her breast as well as her nipple into his mouth,


  He fondled her other breast as he licked and sucked, and his knee slid up between her legs, pushing into her wet pink flesh. Felicia groaned, her hips rocking as if of their own accord, working her clit into him.


  Hunter switched to her right breast, his tongue and lips pleasuring her swollen nipple. Felicia’s hands roamed over his shoulders and down his muscular and now sweaty back.


  “Fuck me,” she demanded. “I need that cock inside me right now!”


  “Yes ma’am,” he told her and sliding up the bed, pressed his cock into her wet slit.


  Felicia reached between them, gripping his cock and rubbing it through her now swollen and open lips, his spongy head spreading the flower of her cunt. She shivered when she teased herself by working him against her clit, then guided him to her yearning hole.


  Hunter thrust her hips, entering her in one long stroke that caused her eyes to widen as she cried out.


  “Oh my god, that’s big!”


  “Sorry,” he gasped, and went to ease out, but she wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around her neck, pulling him down to her.


  “Fuck me,” she repeated. “Stretch that tight cunt with that big dick. Make me take it!”


  Holy shit, did she just say that? The answer was yes, and she was so happy she would have laughed, except it turned into a sharp yip when Hunter plunged back inside her.


  He worked his hips in a slow steady rhythm, sliding his thick cock about halfway before pushing it back in. Felicia moaned, her nails digging into his shoulders and her heels pressing into his hips as his thickness forced her cunt to adjust to him.


  As wet as she was the first couple of minutes were still uncomfortable, but at the same time Felicia reveled in the feeling of being so full. Not just full, but the big cock plundering her recently neglected cunt was attached to a well-built good looking young man half her age.


  “Yeah, oh, yeah,” she moaned as she grew more accustomed to him. “Just like that, keep fucking me, baby, please keep fucking me!”


  “Trust me,” he leaned over and gave her a quick kiss. “You never have to say please, I’m here for you.”


  “Hunter,” she whispered, smiling up at him. “I am going to do things to you that you haven’t even written about,” she let her head fall back on the bed and released a satisfied purr. “You feel so good!”


  “Be doing it wrong if it didn’t” he told her.


  “Then I’ve had it done wrong,” she moved her hands down his chest, admiring his powerful build. “Looks like I need you to do me right.”


  “I’ll take that as a challenge.”


  Hunter pushed up to his knees, and gripping her knees, fucked her harder, using long hard strokes that had her yelping and her eyes rolling back like a slot machine.


  “Deep, deep!” she moaned, but didn’t ask him to stop or slow down.


  Hunter placed her small feet on his chest, then leaning over, grabbed her tits, squeezing them as he fucked her faster and more forcefully. Felicia lay there yelping and whimpering as he took her harder than anyone had since….probably ever.


  Between her legs, her young lover looked incredible. His blue eyes locked onto her as he pounded her mercilessly, the muscles in his arms and chest bulging and covered with a thin layer of sweat.


  She reached behind her, bracing her hands on the headboard as he found another gear driving into her hard enough to make the bed rock and the headboard to bang against the wall.


  He lowered his head, and she laughed when he opened wide and sucked all of her toes into his mouth. His eyes closed as he sucked on her toes, and seeing he was into it, she slid her other foot up and placed it against his cheek.


  He turned his head, kissing and flicking his tongue across her toes, then moaned, his eyes widening. He turned his attention back to fucking her hard enough to make her yelps go higher in pitch.


  His breathing was getting ragged and his strokes shorter and more erratic as he seemed to be trying to hold back.


  “Come for me,” she told him. “Let me see how much you have for your hot teacher!”


  He pulled it out, his hand reaching for it, but Felicia’s hand was already there, gripping his cock and stroking it.


  “Shit,” Hunter groaned as a long thick spurt of cum exploded from his tip.


  It splattered between her tits, and the second squirt was a direct hit on her left nipple. She used her other hand, now pumping him in both small fists as he sprayed her chest and a good portion of her stomach, leaving white lines of lust on her quivering body.


  “Damn,” he moaned, gripping her wrist to get her to stop after the last few drops landed just over her pubic mound. “I guess I did want you.”


  “Know what I want?” she pushed herself up to a sitting position.


  “What?” he asked, while trying to catch his breath.


  “More,” she grabbed his shoulder and pushed hard to her left.


  Caught off guard, Hunter lost his balance and a second push had him on his side. Laughing, Felicia rolled him onto his back, and laying across him with her back to him, took his cock into her mouth.


  He moaned her name, sending a thrill through her as she sucked his cock, loving the way her cunt tasted on him. He had begun to soften, but after a minute of slurping on it, his cock stiffened between her lips.


  Felicia continued to blow him, her head bobbing slowly, enjoying every inch of hard flesh passing between her lips and sliding down into the back of her throat. Hunter put his hands on her back, caressing it while she took her time worshipping his cock.


  He slid on hand down her back, sliding over the curve of her ass, then easing a finger into her sloppy cunt. When he stroked her clit, Felicia, still with his cock in her mouth slid her knees up beneath her, then lifting her right leg, swung it over him so she was straddling his chest.


  Easing back, she slipped her lower leg under his arms and lowered her cunt onto his face. Hunter spread her cheeks wide and she squealed around his cock when he plunged his tongue into her ass.


  She wiggled and squirmed as he tongued her tight pink rosebud, whimpering around his cock at the strange, but pleasurable sensation. He teased a few slow circles around it, then easing his tongue down shoved it into her cunt.


  Felicia slowed her sucking as she lowered herself onto him, her breasts pressed into his stomach as he swirled his tongue inside her. She moaned when he sucked on her, making a sloppy slurping sound as he received a mouthful of her juices.


  He moved his head, tongue fucking her and she rocked back and forth, helping him get deeper. Hunter eased his tongue from inside and swirled it side to side, probing her soft lips before finding her clit.


  He sucked it hard enough to make her release his cock and moan as he did it again before tracing a slow circle around it. Felicia placed her lips around the side of his shaft and shook her head, sliding him between her soft lips as she slowly pumped him.


  Hunter continued his reputation as being a boss at anything he did as he proceeded to use his tongue to pleasure her better than any lover she’d had before. Not that it was a long list, but he was also barely a man and better than any man she’d had and in every way.


  He took his time savoring having her cunt in his face the same way she was enjoying licking, sucking and playing with his cock. She had her head on his stomach the tip of his cock between her lips, gently sucking on it while playing with his balls.


  Her thighs trembled and she rocked back and forth into his flickering tongue which worked her clit in every direction mixing in a deliciously slow rhythmic sucking of it. She could feel her body tensing as her orgasm, this one building much more slowly, approached.


  Hunter spread her cheeks further open and when he unexpectedly pushed a finger into her ass, it triggered the orgasm causing her to squeal as much in surprise as pleasure.


  His cock fell from her mouth and she shocked herself by leaning back until she was literally sitting on his face. Her hips went wild, grinding into his still flickering tongue. His hands came up, gripping her breasts and pinching her nipples, causing another shockwave of ecstasy to slam through her pleasure wracked body.


  She threw her head back and howled at the ceiling as she wantonly rode her lover’s face. Not just a lover, a damn former student and only former by a couple of hours. This was it; this was what she’d waiting so long for, the wild uninhibited inner slut rising to the surface and enjoying sex the way she always wanted.


  When her orgasm faded, she didn’t let herself collapse the way she did after the first one. This time, she went after more of the snake that bit her. Leaning over, she grabbed Hunter’s hips and used them to brace herself as she pulled herself down the bed.


  She moaned as her wet sticky cunt slid down his chest, then bracing her hands on his legs, she got her feet under her, and gripping his cock, guided it inside her and let her weight go.


  “Fuck!” she cried out as she impaled herself on his long cock.


  He was so deep! But she didn’t hesitate to press her hands to his thighs and bounce on his amazing cock. Behind her Hunter moaned, his hands going to her hips to help steady her as he rode him in reverse, a position she’d never tried before.


  She rose him like a wild cat, bouncing as hard and fast as she could, punishing her cunt with his length and girth, and not caring at all that it bordered on painful. Felicia leaned back, now resting her hands on his chest, as she worked her hips while rocking front to back, riding him more slowly and sensually, now experiencing every inch of him, more slowly.


  His hands came around, gripping and fondling her tits and an unexpected laugh burst from her. This was the most fun she’d had in bed since she was 18.


  “Laughing at me?” Hunter put his hands on her back and shoved her forward, sending her pitching onto her stomach, her head between his knees.


  “Just having fun,” she went to push herself up, but he had sat up behind her and putting his hands on her back, pinned her to the bed.


  “Guess I wasn’t fucking you hard enough,” he told her, and sliding up onto his knees, he leaned over and drove his cock into her prone cunt.


  “Oh god, oh god!’ Felicia yelped as he pounded down into her.


  His hands remained on her back and with her legs stretched out behind her she was completely flat on the bed. Hunter’s hips worked like a powerful well-oiled machine, delivering long powerful thrusts into her helpless cunt.


  His timing was perfect, shoving her into the bed as he eased from her so that when he came back down she was rising into his descending cock. Felicia’s arms stretched out, gripping the edge of the mattress so hard, her knuckles turned white.


  Her eyes were as wide as her mouth which was stretched into an O, high pitched incoherent sounds and whimpers emanating from her, as Hunter had his way with her. The position she often masturbated too, a powerful man just using her as she lay there helpless.


  “I…I….” she struggled to speak as she felt a familiar tinge deep within her. “I…I’m going to come…come on your cock…please….oh my god…oh, Hunter….baby….give…Ohhhh”


  She writhed and squirmed beneath his relentless assault, her cunt contracting and around his pile driving cock. Felicia’s hips moved as much as they could as she wiggled beneath him, her third climax sending electric shocks through her exhausted and helpless body.


  Over her, Hunter was breathing like a bull and his moans now higher in pitch as he was now using shorter, but just as savage strokes to plow into her now aching cunt, but still quivering cunt.


  As sex drunk and drained as she was, there was one more thing she wanted, and she wasn’t going to wait until next time to get it.


  “Stop,” she moaned. “Stop!”


  Hunter quickly stopped and eased from inside her.


  “S…sorry,” he spoke between his ragged breaths. “Was I being too rough?”


  Felicia forced herself to get her legs under her, then rising on her knees, turned herself around. Dropping to her hand and knees she lowered her head and took his twitching cock into her mouth.


  She blew him the way he’d fucked her, hard and fast, her mouth driving down onto his cock. Hunter groaned, his hands going to her head, as she sucked him as if it were a competition.


  The prize for that competition arrived in seconds, a thick hot stream of cum shooting into the back of her throat. She moaned as she kept sucking, taking every salty slimy drop over her tongue and letting it flow down her throat.


  Hunter gripped her hair as he groaned and whimpered while she sucked him dry, hollowing her cheeks and slurping harder to get every drop from his young balls. Being the shameless dirty closet slut, she always knew she could be, Felicia sucked until he released a soft whimper and pushed against her head for her to stop.


  When she did, she sat up on her knees to face him where he was in the same position, his hands on his knees as he caught his breath.


  “Holy shit,” he gave her a tired smile. “Man, that was so much hotter than writing it, that’s for damn sure.”


  “Better than jilling off too,” she returned the smile. “Hunter, I’m so glad you came over.”


  “And over you,” he laughed.


  “Ouch, that was bad, but honey?” she gave his deflating cock a playful flip with her hand. “When you have that? You can get away with a lot.”


  “I’ll hold you to that.”


  “You can hold me anytime,” she assured him. “Too bad you weren’t a few minutes sooner; I still had the shoes and thigh highs on.”


  “That’s okay, first time I wanted you completely naked.” He looked at her in that adoring way, she didn’t think she could ever get tired of. “Felicia, you are flawless.”


  “My perfect imperfections?”


  “Just leave it at perfect,” he told her.


  “Well, for the record, I did like the story where you fucked me completely dressed just the skirt up and my tits out. Maybe next time?”


  “You mean that?”


  “That you can fuck me with my clothes on?” she asked. “I wouldn’t say it if I didn’t want it.”


  “I mean next time,” he told her. “I was worried this would be a onetime thing.”


  “Hunter, this won’t be a one time a night thing, never mind just once for good.” She leaned over and kissed him. “You made me feel the way I needed to feel and in the beginning, having me watch in the mirror was amazing. I love that you wanted me to see me the way you do.”


  “Glad you did,” he nodded. “I do like you, Felicia, it’s not just sex.”


  “I like you too,” she put her arms around his neck. “Like how you make me feel and not just with sex. Love how you look at me, love how you wanted the first time to be a little more special.”


  “Not exactly romantic. I was thinking of making love to you, then you just started sucking and….hell, I’m only human.”


  “That’s great!” she laughed, then kissed him again. “I do recall you saying you could spend the night?”


  “Yeah,” he told her. “I told my mom I was staying over a friends.”


  “Oh, your mom,” she slapped her forehead. “God, now I feel like a pervert.”


  “You are,” he winked.


  “No, for real. You can’t tell your mother about me and for that matter it’s not like we can date in public, at least not for a while.”


  “No worries. For a few months I can be your dirty secret, then I’ll tell my mother about us, she won’t care, she just wants me to be happy.”


  “Guess we’ll just deal with that when the time comes.” She shrugged and liked the way his eyes gravitated to her jiggling tits. “What now, mister teacher’s pet, where does this go?”


  “For tonight, maybe a nice hot shower together,” he offered. “I’d love to wash your hair.”


  “My god, I want to meet your mom just to thank her for raising you.”


  “Then after the shower, maybe some take out, little Netflix and chill.”


  “Or porn hub and chill.” She flicked her tongue at him.


  “Okay, perv,” he sighed. “But I will make love to you at some point,” when she laughed he told her. “Hey, I’m a romantic at heart, is it so bad?”


  “No,” she kissed him once more, this time a lingering one that had her nipples stiffening once more. “I’d love to let you love me.”


  “Someone has to make an honest woman out of you,” he said with mock seriousness. “May as well be me.”


  “Yeah, that’s me, an untamed woman. What was the first clue, the boring clothes or the geeky glasses?”


  “The blow job lips,” he smirked. “Hmm, maybe this could be my next story after School’s out. Miss Leeds and Jake become a thing. Wonder what I could call it?”


  “How about,” she gripped his cock once more, but this time slowly stroked it, smiling as he was already coming around, responding to her touch, stiffening in her hand. “The long hard summer?”


  “But Miss Moore,” he flashed her a smile as his hands went to her breasts, gently fondling him. “I’m your student.”


  “Haven’t you heard, baby?” Felicia squeezed his now fully erect cock. “School’s out.”


  


  The End
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